








Alaska 


A summer cruise to Alaska is a most restful and inspiring expe- 
rience. Imagine yourself at ease in a deck chair aboard a modern 
ocean liner, just floating day alter day on the calm waters of the 
Inside Passage, between those incomparable mountains, where 
native Alaskans sail their graceful canoes! And, after your voyage— 
venture into the great Interior, to Mt. McKinley National Park. 


Cruises to Alaska are very inexpensive. 
May we tell you about them? 


Alaska Northern 


Steamship Alaska Pacific 


... Company Railroad Railway 


booklet Room 5-B, Pier 2 333 N. Michigan 525 N. P. Bldg. 
ldress—} Seattle Chicago Saint Paul 











The Mystery Story 


HE evening at home, alone. The 
new mystery story. The pleasura- 
ble anticipation. The settling down 


in an easy chair, under a good light. | 


The mental comment that you'll bet 
you can figure out who the murderer 
is. The happy memory of the last 
mystery story you read and the clever 
way in which you identified the 
murderer half way through the book. 
The rapid reading of the first two 
chapters, in which the victim meets 
his doom. The nervous comment 
that there are a lot of suspects in 
this story. The wish that authors 
wouldn’t put so many characters in 
their mystery stories. The continued 
reading, with great concentration. 
The mental elimination of the sus- 
pects. The conclusion that it is not 
the daughter of the murdered man 


nor her sweetheart, because they con- | 


stitute the love interest. The elimina- 
tion also of the doctor in the case, 
because the doctor is never guilty in 
this author’s stories. The hazy idea 
that it must be the butler, since it 
was the butler in another story you 
remember. The profound conviction 
that the butler is guilty. 

The reading on and on. The addi- 
tional developments which cast sus- 
picion upon one of the murdered 
man’s business associates. The change 
of mind and the new decision that 


this man, not the butler, is guilty. 


The further developments which 
point toward a distant relative of the 
victim. The increasing confusion in 
your mind. The pause to ponder. 
The checking off of suspicious cir- 





cumstances. The continued doubt. | 
The final conclusion that the butler | 
must be guilty after all. The shrewd 


smile. 

The quietly confident perusal of 
the remainder of the story. The 
revelation, on the next to the last 
page, that it wasn’t the butler after 
all. The astounding disclosure that 
the doctor is guilty. The feeling of 
indignation at this. The hurt com- 
ment that this is hardly fair play on 
the part of the author, to make the 
doctor the villain. The mental note 
to look out for the doctor in the next 
story. 


—John C. Emery. 








EVERYTHING THE HIGH SEAS OFFER= pilus THE AMERICAN STANDARD OF LUXURY! 





§.8. LEVIATHAN 
First spring sailing to 
EUROPE 


Little things that mean so much 
—extra comforts that only the 
American standard of luxury 
(highest in the world) can offer... 
don’t give them up when you go 
to sea! Travel on America’s smart- 
est ship, the famous LEVIATHAN 
.--enjoy five-day speed... the fa- 
mous “Club Leviathan” —and re- 
member that on the LEVIATHAN 
you can get everything you want. 


And what delicious food! Well 
cooked, well served (coffee that 
tastes like coffee—as Americans 
know how to make it)... Unsur- 
passed service—fast, efficient, un- 
derstanding—by men who speak 
your own language. Roomy cab- 
ins, too—the same spacious com- 
fort and the conveniences that 
have made America’s great hotels 
the finest in the world. 











LOWEST FIRST CLASS FARES OF 
ANY ““MONSTER LINER” 


As little as $240 gives you a 
delightful cabin, First Class. 
$122.50 (up) for Tourist Class. 
And... if April 26 is too early 
for you, she sails again May 
17, June 7 and June 28, at 
slightly higher summer rates. 











If you like the freedom and informality of a cabin liner —the 
PRESIDENT HARDING and PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT— the two fastest 
afloat—offer you.“ American service that appeals to Americans” —swift, 
comfortable crossiags at ratesin tune with the times. $147.50 and up. 
And every week a snug American Merchant Liner direct to London 
—one class only—at $100 (up). Consult your local steamship agent or 


UNITED « STATES + LINES 


AMERICAN MERCHANT LINES 
Roosevelt Steamship Company, Inc., General Agents 


No. 1 Broadway, New York ° 


Offices or agents everywhere 
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Santa Fe 


sum mer 
Xcursions 


1 be 
dos 


@ Santa Fe 


worked on this problem— 


Travel experts have 


How can people go far- 
thest, and see most on the 
least money during their 


vacation. 
They have the answer. 
They know. 


You will be amazed at how 
much you can see —even in 


two weeks. 


The free booklets listed be- 
Just 


clip and mail the coupon. 


low will help you. 


All-expense Escorted Tours 


oncertain date s this summer 


If you live on The Pacific Coast, 
Santa Fe “Back East” Xcursions 
solve the vacation problem. 


MAIL COUPON 


W.J. BLACK, Pass. Traf. Mgr., 
Santa Fe Sys. Lines 
1073 Railway Exchange, 
Chicago, Ill. 
Check those wanted: 
California 
The Indian-detours 
] Grand Canyon 
"] All-expense Tours 
] Olympic Games 


] Colorado 
] Dude Ranches 


Name 


Address 
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POETICAL PETE 
If I should ever stoop to theft, 
*Twould fill me with regret; 
Besides, it’s so much easier 
To borrow and forget. 


IT MUST HAVE 


>) Fit wes 


TO BE MODERN 





short of a social error to 
select letter paper by qual- 
ity alone. To reflect good 
taste, stationery must now 
have style. It must be 
modern! 


Symphony Lawn is the 
modern creation of famous 
New York stationery 
stylists. And what a crea- 
tion it is! 





Envelopes in 
new distinctive shapes, 
all with delicately tinted 
linings. Smartly styled 
double sheets of luxurious 
weight and marvelous 
writing texture. 


No wonder so many women of today 
select Symphony Lawn. 
Modern. But because it is sent straight 
from the New York style center to all 
Rexall Drug Stores, it is not at all ex- 
pensive! You save the middleman’s profit! 


It is beautiful. 


-SympnHony LAWN 


Sold by your Rexall Drug Store. Liggett and 


wl Stores are also Rexall Stores. 












When you buy 


SQUIBB 
ASPIRIN 


you are sure of getting the utmost 







in purity and quality 







: SET a new high standard in the manufacture of chemical and pharma- 
ceutical products—to make products of greater purity than had yet been 
known—that was the ideal of Dr. E. R. Squibb when, in 1858, he built his 
modest laboratory at the request of leading physicians. 

For 74 years the House of Squibb has adhered to the ideal of the Priceless 
Ingredient—the Honor and Integrity of the Maker. That ideal has won world- 
wide recognition for the supremacy of Squibb Products. Today, the name Squibb 
on any household or professional product is recognized as positive assurance of 
true purity and reliability. 

Through persistent research and the application of better manufacturing 
methods, improved tests and controls, Squibb Products continue to be the best 





























al 100 TABLETS 4 that scientific skill and the most painstaking care can produce. 

af i SauiBB Aspirl": And so you will find Squibb Aspirin is of the highest purity—safe, depend- 

it! ‘Acid hcatyisailey® : able and effective. It has the advantage of not crumbling in the package or leav- 
purse Mbit aad er H ing bitter-tasting particles on the tongue. Although 









ily swallow! ; 
disintegrate in the throst 


Dose: 1to3 wy witb 










firmly compressed, Squibb Aspirin Tablets disinte- 
grate quickly in water or when swallowed whole. 

When your physician recommends aspirin, ask 
the druggist for Squibb Aspirin. You can buy it in 
handy metal boxes of 12 or 24 tablets, and in bottles 
of 50 or 100. Look for the name before you buy 
Copyright 1932 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 
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MEDICAL PROFESSION SINCE 1858 
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Y gong os nurses and public health workers 
are fighting brilliantly, doggedly and untir- 
ingly to conquer tuberculosis. They have cut 
the deathrate two-thirds in the past thirty years. 
But because the deathrate has steadily declined, 
many people are being lulled into a false sense of 
security, making the fight more difficult. 


Tuberculosis is still the chief cause of death 
of persons between the ages of fifteen and 
forty-five in this country. Last year, in the 
United States alone, the disease cost about 
86,000 lives. 


Not merely the underfedand undernourished 
are stricken. Many who have every ad- 
vantage that money and care can provide, 
unexpectedly develop active tuberculosis. 


There is a modern defense against mankind's 
old enemy, once the most destructive of all 
diseases. By means of annual physical ex- 
aminations which include X-ray and other 
tests for children, and fluoroscopic or X-ray 
examinations for older persons, the presence 
of tuberculosis can be detected before seri- 


ous damage has been done to lungs, bones _ 


or other tissues. 


= ar 


to a Finish! 


| | | ons 


© iss2u.t 1.co, 


Failing such regular health examinations—for 
old and young—tuberculosis will continue to 
attack unwary and unsuspecting victims. 


Tuberculosis doesn’t “just happen.” Those 
in close contact with tuberculosis may contract 
the disease if not properly guarded against in- 

fection. Children are especially susceptible. 


Early recognition is the all-important ele- 
ment in preventing the spread of tuberculosis 
ina family. Immediately after a person is 
discovered to have the disease, every mem- 
ber of his household should have a complete 
examination. Clinics are usually available 
if a private physician cannot be afforded. 
By prompt measures, it is often possible to 
find other cases of the disease in such early 
stages that a rapid and complete cure may 
be effected. 


When each family gives this most valuable 
cooperation and when each doctor promptly 
searches for and reports all active cases, 
tuberculosis will be well on the way to 
extinction. 


Victory can be won in this splendid war—but 
not until all take part in this fight to a finish. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


FREDERICK H. ECKER, PRESIDENT ~ ONE MADISON AVE., NEW YORK, N.Y. 
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“I suppose it’s good art, but I couldn't live with that.” 
“But, Madam, you live with THAT!” 





The latest report gives New York 
City officials “excellent” in arithmetic 
and “very poor” in deportment. 

e 

The other day an heiress married 
a piccolo player in a radio band. 
If you hear a funny noise on your 
set it may be the young husband try- 
ing to get a few notes out of a Co- 
rona-Corona. 


We have entered the reconstruc- 
tion period at last and now recon- 
struction will be just around the 
corner. 

+. 

A Chicago tailor advertises he re- 
weaves bullet holes in suits, but we 
doubt if he’ll build a big business. 
Few of his customers will come back 
more than once or twice. 


The proposal is made that our 
Army and Navy be consolidated. It 
might give them a pretty good foot- 
ball team. 


An American is a man who pays 
twice for his whiskey. Once for buy- 
ing it and once again for preventing 
himself from buying it. 





GLUYAS 
WILLIAMS 








1. The feeling that you'll be all right if you stay out 
on deck in the fresh air. 
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3. The perambulating passengers, each of whom asks 
brightly whether you feel any better. 


5. The seasoned traveler who knows the only sure and 
infallible cure for sea-sickness. 

















2. The decision that it will be better for you not to 
try to read, but just rest quietly. 
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4. The Good Samaritan who tries to divert you by re- 
lating the story of her life. 











6. The realization that the only way to protect your- 
self from the passengers is to pretend to be asleep. 



































7. The opening of your eyes to the presence of a 8. The arrival of a detective-story reader with cigar, 
banana in the hands of Effie, the ship’s pet, sociably close to windward. 
inclined. 


























9. The arrival in the next chair of a generous soul who 
wants to share her bon-voyage basket with you. 























11. The arrival of the whole passenger list to urge that 12. The abandoning of fresh air in favor of your berth 
you really ought to eat something. for the duration of the voyage. 











The Summons 


by 
ALLAN R. ROSENBERG 


ET’S suppose, just for fun, that you've broken 
your lease, beaten your wife, and got into a jam 
with Lola of the Varieties; and taking one thing 

with another, you’re about to be sued. There’s no need, 
of course, to feel ashamed. Everybody is being sued 
nowadays, especially by Lola, and for about the same 
reason; only the best people break their leases; and 
as for beating your wife, that simply shows that you 
still have some spirit left in you, that you're not crushed 
by the depression. Before the suit can begin, however, 
you must be served with a notice giving you five days 
to appear in court and answer the charges against you. 
This is where trouble starts. This is a summons. 


OR six years my friend David Williamson has 

been a process server, serving summonses; and for six 
years people have used everything but the kitchen stove 
to prevent him. But Williamson is an ace at his 
game. Some of his subterfuges, I must admit, are a 
little rough on the customers. It’s hardly beer and 
skittles, for example, when you’re sound asleep at night, 
to wake to the shout of Fire! in your apartment house 
and come rushing out into the rain in your pyjamas, 
only to discover, as Williamson thrusts a notice into your 
hand, that there’s no fire at all, only a summons. If 
youre expecting an im- 
portant telegram, it’s some- 
what irritating to have him 
appear as a Western 
Union boy with a white 
paper instead of a yellow 
one, which turns out to be 
a notice taking your home 
away from you. And, I 
confess, it would rub me 
the wrong way to have a 
taxi driver come in with a 
valuable looking package that he has found addressed 
to me in his cab, and then discover, after I’ve eagerly 
proved that I’m really myself, that the taxi driver 
is Williamson, and all he wants to give me is an order 
attaching my bank account. But these things can’t be 
helped so long as people will try to hang onto their 
house, their wife, or their good name, which are prob- 














Servers Racket 


ably more trouble to keep up than they’re worth. 

When ordinary subterfuges fail, then Williamson 
rises to the heights of a creative thinker. Here’s how 
he served two famous theatrical stars. Vivian and Rosita 
Duncan, the stage sisters, were being sued for a bill of 
a few hundred dollars, which they had run up in a Los 
Angeles department store and apparently had overlooked. 
A year had passed, the sisters had not been served, 
and the store, tired of 
chasing them all over the 
country, finally put the 
matter into the hands of 
Rose and Paskus, one of 
Williamson’s New York 
clients. 

“Tt’s not going to 
be easy,” said Mr. Paskus, 
as he handed the summons 
to Williamson. “But I’m 
anxious to have this over 
with. Serve them today, will you?” 

“Are they in New York?” 

“Somewhere in Long Island, I think. Or maybe 
it’s Connecticut.” 

Williamson looked at his watch. Four o’clock. 
“Today’s a short day, Mr. Paskus, to go chasing to Con- 
necticut.” 

“As soon as you can, Mr. Williamson.” 

“T'll see what I can do.” 

The Duncan Sisters, he learned, were playing 
two-a-day at the Kenmore Theatre, no farther away 
than Brooklyn. When he reached the stage door, it was 
nine o’clock. He put on his hack badge, slipped the 
package under his arm, and got by the doorman on the 
pretext of delivering the package. 

Their secretary answered his knock on their dress- 
ing room door. No, the Duncan Sisters, weren’t in, now 
—they were doing their number on the stage. 

Vivian’s voice came from behind the door. “Pow- 
der my back, please.” 





ILLIAMSON decided not to waste any more time. 

Tonight was Saturday, the show changed tomor- 

row, and tomorrow the Duncan Sisters would be in New 

Haven. “Listen, sister,” he said to the woman secretary, 

“T’ve got a summons to serve on both Rosita and Vivian 

Duncan. They’re in, now. Are you going to let me serve 
it in a decent way or not?” 

“A summons!” cried the secretary. “Oh, dear, no, 

you can’t do that.” She tried to shut the door in his face. 

“If I don’t get them now,” Williamson answered, 

“Tl walk right up on the stage and serve ’em there.” 
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The door slammed. 
“O. K. sister,” he sighed. “It’s on your head.” 
Williamson bought a seat in the lowest box and 
sat there waiting, like a stooge at the Palace, for his 
chance to come. Hardly two minutes had passed, when 
the stage went dark, Rosita stepped forward under the 
spotlight, and Vivian walked over to lean against the end 
of the stage, right under where Williamson sat. 
Someday he'll come along, 
The man I love... 
sang Rosita. 


ILLIAMSON leaned over the railing. “Vivian!” 
he breathed in an intimate whisper. 

Vivian looked up. “Yes,” she whispered back. 

He bent over and handed her the paper. “I have 
a little summons for you,” he whispered tenderly. 

She crumpled the paper angrily in her hand. 
Rosita’s song was almost over and Williamson knew 
that once one sister told the other, it would be almost 
impossible for him to get to them, and that unless both 
were served now, the one summons was useless. 

Rosita held out both arms to the audience and 
ended her song, “The Man I Love”, on a passionate and 
stirring note. The audience applauded; the full stage 
lights snapped on; and Williamson vaulted from his seat 
in the box to the stage. 

“Rosita Duncan!” he called out in a loud voice. 

“Yes,” she said, stepping back, startled. “Who are 
you?” 

“I am a process server,” he answered, “from the 
office of Rose and Paskus, and I’m serving you with this 
summons.” 

Quick as a flash, she turned the moment into 
comedy by signalling the orchestra to repeat, and while 
they played, she threw her arms around Williamson 
and with ludicrous grim- 
aces sang “The Man I 
Love.” The audience burst 
into laughter, and the cur- 
tain closed on the merry 
tableau of both sisters 
clinging around William- 
son’s neck and shouting 
their opinion of him into 
his ear, the while all three 
sang “The Man I Love” 
with feeling and vigor. 


OMETIMES a subterfuge devised on the moment 

succeeds where a carefully planned attack has failed. 
That’s what happened with the Rustmans who lived in 
Brooklyn in a single family house which Mr. Rustman 
had transferred to his wife’s name. For six months they 
had failed to make any payments, and Williamson was 
given a notice to evacuate to serve on Mrs. Rustman. 
First, he tried the subterfuge of the package—and failed. 











The Rustmans had lost no packages and knew of no 
one who had, and they wouldn’t open the door. Then 
he tried the subterfuge of sending a Western Union boy 
to the house—and failed. The Rustmans didn’t know 
anyone who sent telegrams; moreover, they didn’t believe 
in telegrams, and they wouldn’t open the door. On Mon- 
day morning, Williamson stood in the rain from eight 
o’clock till noon. No one left the house. At noon, he 
looked through the front windows, and saw the woman 
at work in the kitchen. Wet and shivering he decided 
to ring the bell and see if he could catch her unawares. 
He rang the bell. Mrs. Rustman turned out all the lights, 
shut the doors, and pulled down the window blinds. For 
an hour no one stirred in the house. 

All that day he 
waited; and no one left or 
entered. Next day, he 
arrived at seven o’clock in 
the morning. Seven o’clock 
passed. Eight o’clock, nine 
o'clock, ten o’clock. Still 
no one left the house, and 
no one entered. At ten the 
postman rang the bell and 
left some mail, but the mail 
stayed in the box. 

She’s got to go out for provisions, thought 
Williamson. This is going to be a siege. 

But eleven o’clock came and the Rustmans had 
made no sallies. Twelve «o'clock, one o’clock—and 
Williamson’s feet hurt, his stomach ached for food, and 
his temper rose. At two o'clock, he decided to knock 
off and eat. 


S he sat in a Coffee Pot, moodily chewing his steak 
and listening to the taxi drivers kidding the wait- 
ress, he thought suddenly of the sure fire ruse. 

“Joey!” he called to one of the hackmen. “Joey, 
come here, quick, I got a job for you.” 

Joey lounged over. 

“Got a good horn on your cab?” cried William- 
son excitedly. 

“Yeah, ’sall right,” returned Joey. “What’s up?” 

Williamson buttonholed him and began to talk 
with great earnestness. 

“I get you,” drawled Joey, “but .. .” 

“There’s three dollars in it for you and a new 
horn if you katzenjammer this one.” 

“O. K., Dave.” 

Williamson got into the back seat of Joey’s cab 
and slouched down out of sight. When they reached 
the house, Joey leaned on his horn. It was a good loud 
horn and he kept on leaning. A couple of dogs that had 
been lying in the street began to yelp and groan. Win- 
dows on all sides flew open, and shrill voices shouted for 
the noise to stop. 

(Continued on page 60) 





“Signor ... for the first time in my life I am lost!” 
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Al Smith has tossed his hat on the 
pile. 

. 

The announcement that Herbert 
Hoover weighs 27 pounds less than 
he weighed in 1929 was a serious mis- 
take on the part of the Republicans. 
There'll be too many women candi- 
dates clamoring for the office. 

e 

Dawes might make a good Presi- 
dent. If times got worse while he 
was in office he could at least help 
us describe them. 

& 

Anyone who can raise 
enough of a campaign 
fund to run on should 
make a fairly good Presi- 
dent. 

° 

Some candidates want 
a wet plank in the plat- 
form while others insist it 
is better to hint the plat- 
form has a basement. 

6 

The bridge influence is 
seen in Congress. When 
a new tax is suggested 
there’s always somebody 
to double and redouble it. 

* 

The Filipinos, says a 
Senator, are growing 
more insistent daily in 
their demands for liberty. 

So are we. 

° 

It seems well established now that 
everyone who votes for prohibition 
does so because someone else needs 
it. 

o 

Reformer’s song—I’ve taken your 

fun where I’ve found it. 


_ 

The United States Navy con- 
ducted a mimic war near Honolulu, 
while over in Europe the United 
States delegates were assisting at a 
mimic peace conference. 

Modern version: Let your light so 
shine that you won’t get a ticket. 


Visitors to New York are paying 
almost $1,000,000 per year to see the 
city from the top of the Empire 
State Building. This is cheap when 
compared with the expense of seeing 
it from the basements. 


When a manhole cover blew off in 
Wall Street the other day it started 
another bomb scare. But it wasn’t a 
bomb at all; it probably was just a 
clerk down there finishing the day’s 
chart. 





“Well, of all——say! Are you interested in an- 
other woman?” 


Another sign of the re-adjustment 
is that many antique dealers have 
gone back into the junk business. 


Four beauty shops in Trenton, N. 
J., were bombed. There are times 
when a married man will go to any 
extreme to keep out of debt. 


Conditions are so bad in Chicago 
we understand Mayor Cermak has 
asked how long it takes to train a 
cow to kick over a lighted lamp. 


There were 6,217 speakeasies raid- 


ed in New York last year, for one 
reason or another. 


“The tattoo business,” we read, 
“is on the wane.” This is another 
triumph for the talkies. 

o 

Newspapers certainly do every- 
thing in their. power to protect the 
public. They print storm warnings, 
flood warnings, warnings of epidem- 
ics and advance radio programs. 

e 

Many movie magnates, says a re- 
port, are now millionaires. For which 
of course they should thank their 
lucky stars. 


Turkish women are 
now said to be complete- 
ly emancipated. It only 
remains for us to read of 
a harem shooting its hus- 


band. 

Princeton archzolo- 
gists have sailed to study 
the ruins of Antioch. 
They might have re- 
mained at home and 
looked over the football 
team. 

Sailors aboard a navy 
mine sweeper have adop- 
ted a baby hyena as a 
mascot, and we hear a 
near-sighted seaman is in 
the brig for saluting it. 

A retired physician, aged 95, is 
said to be Chicago’s oldest man. 
While 95 isn’t in itself a record 
breaking age, it is the equivalent of 
at least 190 in any other city. 

A Pittsburgh bride has received a 
note from her missing husband read- 
ing: “I did not marry the whole fam- 
ily.” We gather he is willing to give 
her a divorce and the custody of her 
parents. 

A new electrical apparatus per- 
mits the detection of bad milk over 
the telephone. Now for a further 
development which will do the same 
for stocks. 
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by 


WiLtiaM B. Powe. 
je coming Summer should by rights see a big boom 


in travel—yes, and I’ve heard that there’s a depres- 

sion going on. But it’s just this very depression 
which should make people travel-minded. Those who 
find themselves among the leisure classes, albeit perforce, 
can in many cases, seize their newly acquired freedom 
for closing their habitats (or better still, perhaps renting 
them) and go out and see the world while they have a 
respite, waiting for things to get going again. Those who 
suffer from wanderlust—and likewise from a cut- 
down income—can make the two dovetail beautifully 
right now, ambiguous though that may sound. I'd like 
to shout from the housetops the marvelous travel bar- 
gains that are available. Don’t stay home and fret and 
stew—go West, go North, or—and here let me do a 
little extra shouting—go to Europe. You may never get 
such bargains again. Here are some ideas— 


Be Penny-Wise—the Pound's Foolish 


“Oh, to be in England, now the pound’s so low— 
should be the cry of all those who love that tight little 
isle. The past two years, visitors to England—and prin- 
cipally to London—have been shocked at discovering 
how expensive things were, especially after having come 
from most places on the continent, where costly spots 
need be entered only with reckless intent. But not so now 
—your dollars will go a long way when you find yourself 
on that motor trip in Devonshire, that golfing holiday in 
the Highlands, when ordering a new suit on Savile Row, 
or when drinking those ales you like to down at your 
favorite pub. Most of the English hotels have made 





drastic reductions in order to meet the 
shrunken British purse—and think 
what that means to you who have 


dollars for pounds. 


Yon 


The Céte d’Azur, depending so largely on English 
patronage, has been forced to lower its rates in propor- 
tion to the pound’s drop. So those who want to sun- 
bathe at Antibes, swim in the lovely new pool which is 
part of the unique artificial beach at the new Monte 
Carlo, or gamble at Cannes’ Casino—can do all this 
with far less damage to their check books than for many 
years. If you have a car and can park yourself near, but 
not right in, the usual Riviera resorts, you can live like 
a king (better than most of them nowadays!) I refer to 
those little places such as Eze and St. Paul. 


Riviera Reductions 


The Tyrolian Trend 


Sophisticated globe-trotters are usually so in love 
with the Tyrol, they are loathe to say much about it for 
fear this charming part of the world will be spoiled for 
them. To me, it is the most picturesque and engaging 
part of Europe. Certainly the peasants are the most 
“peasant-ish” and its bright painted cottages the most 
colorful. My idea of an ideal holiday would be to use 
Munich as the headquarters and from there sally forth 
to the Kénigsee and then to the towns of Garmisch ard 
Mittenwald, so unbelievably picturesque they look as 
though they belonged on a Hollywood set. If you can do 
so, go on to Salzburg. Especially during the time of the 
festival when you run into as many celebrities as you 
would at a smart Broadway first night. Max Reinhardt, 
Anita Loos, Noel Coward, Lady Diana Cooper—they 
are nearly always there and this Summer, Katharine 
Cornell’s announced holiday in the Tyrol will, probably, 
draw even more of the intelligentsia. 


WHAT TO DO 
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WOLF AT THE DOOR 


Central Europe’s Call 


So many of our movies have chosen Vienna-as a 
setting, that it’s no wonder there’s a fresh interest in this 
glamorous capital. True, a sadness pervades it with wist- 
ful reminders of a past rich in romance. But Vienna will 
welcome you with such warm cordiality, you really 
shouldn’t miss it. If you go there, do proceed on to 
Budapest (and don’t let the Viennese discourage you— 
there’s great rivalry between the two cities). Unlike the 
Austrian capital, when you’re in Budapest you don’t 
feel as if things should be spoken of in the past tense. 
Even today, it is so gay, so alive, so brilliant. You don’t 
worry about past decades—because your mind is too oc- 
cupied with looking at the smart women, hearing the 
haunting Gypsy music, indulging in the piquant food— 
and drinking the mellow Tokay wine. 


Seandinavia—and Schnapps 


The midnight sun countries are, like the British 
Isles, another part of Europe which, because of the favor- 
able rate of exchange, will be inexpensive this Summer— 
whereas last year they were anything else but. Why more 
people don’t make a bee-line to Sweden is a mystery to 
me. It is one of the loveliest countries in Europe—the 
people are so generally good looking you feel as if you 
were attending some beauty contest on a grand scale. It 
offers you a happy combination of the best in modern 
architecture and art, set in a background centuries old. 
Last but not least, such food you’ve never tasted. The 
smorgsbord (hors d’oeuvres to you) which you find laid 
out before every luncheon and diner in a bewildering 
and fascinating array, is something to dream about (and 
I’m afraid, literally) —while the schnapps which, with 
a beer chaser, is used to wash down the smorgsbord in- 
stead of a cocktail—will make you dance in the streets 
and throw your hat in the air or whatever equivalent of 
such conduct you may be prone to. 





Alluring Isles 


There’s no doubt about it that travelers are “go- 
ing island.” One of the favorites which is looming prom- 
inently on the tourist map, is Corsica. Not so much on 
account of the “Little Corsican” as because it has sud- 
denly been taken up by the smart sun worshippers (Mary 
Garden being a ring-leader) who are ever alert for a 
new place under the sun. Then there’s Majorca—that 
most famous of the romantic Belearic Isles. It’s another 
retreat which may not be a retreat for long, if the night 
boats from Barcelona continue to carry over so many of 
those who long for romance in a big way but at a small 
cost. And Madeira—that exotic Portuguese isle where 
the English love to loaf . . . also the Channel Isles, fas- 
cinating with their combination of English and French 
. .. the Scilly Isles, practically unknown to Americans, 
but lovely (and cheap!) ... the wild Aran Isles off Gal- 
way, Ireland, where lovers of deep-sea fishing think they 
are in heaven .. . oh, there are isles and isles, so why not 
park yourself on one of them and just tell your office 
to cable you when the depression is over. 


In Your Own Back Yard 


For those who are attacked by the wanderlust 
germ in its most virulent form, thousands of intriguing 
places come to mind when a meeting is called to discuss 
“where shall we go this Summer?” It’s all very confusing 
and one longs for a magic carpet or wishes he were a 
Douglas Fairbanks who can be whisked around the 
world in eighty minutes. Here are some of the places 
I’m torn between: Santa Barbara (with, of course, side 
trips to Hollywood and Malibu Beach) ... any number 
of ranches out West, where men are men and women 
are swell . . . Nantucket, that salty, sea-faring little gem 
of an island . . . almost any part of New England which, 
to me, comes nearer to giving one that certain something 

(Continued on page 55) 
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“While below, the blue, blue—why, Wilmer! THAT must be the Mediterranean.” 











By Arthur L. Lippmann 














JAPAN 

The Nippon maids 

Are quite petite, 
With tiny hands 

And smaller feet. 
I’m keen about 

The female Jap— 
She sits so lightly 
On your lap! 

























AUSTRIA 
The Viennese 

Im Gartenhaus 
Hear waltzes by 

Their Johann Strauss. 
They’re folks 

Of great vivacity 
And endless 

Food capacity. 






















AUSTRALIA 
The facts I learned 
At school have flown 
But just one thing— 
And one alone— 
About Australia 
Have I noted:— 
How baby kangaroos 
Are toted! 














































ITALY 
Fair Italy 
Serenely harbors 
Tenors, counts 
And master barbers— 
The only country 
Where I’ve seen 
A Duce outpoint 
A King and Queen. 












SWITZERLAND 

The Swiss go yodelling 
Among the Alps 

And nonchalantly 
Risk their scalps. 

They welcome diplo- 

mats with 

Unction 

And watch the League 
of Nations function. 
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AROUND THE WoRLD IN RHYME 


Above his brimming 












SPAIN 
The Spanish youths 
With passion woo 
’Til damosels 
Are black and blue. 
So Spanish mothers 
Do not trust ’em— 
A sensible 
Old Spanish custom! 












































FRANCE 
Ze Frenchmen 
On ze boulevards 
Sell naughty, naughty 
Postal cards 
When not engaged 
In making nations 
Pony up 
Their reparations. 






GERMANY 


The German sheds 
A doleful tear 

















Stein of beer 
And often thinks 

It might be wiser 
To reinstate 
The former Kaiser. 

















AMERICA 
Dear Native Land 
For whom I’d burn— 
You've got an awful 
Lot to learn. 
Although your faults 
Fill my Gedenken, 
Your scoldings I 
Will leave to Mencken. 






























RUSSIA < 

Most any printed 

Page you scan 
Has stories on 

The Five Year Plan. 
The scribes 

Are doing well with it. 
But as for me— 


The hell with it! 














ALTER WINCHELIL, 


who ts he and how does 


he do it? 


by JEFFERSON MAcHAMER 


HE cussed eventing of Walter Winchell happened 

on April 7, 1897, he knows not where in New York 

City. Of youngster days his memory limps. He 
recalls being farmed out by his father to various and 
sundry landladies in mysterious Harlem. Of these days 
he remembers he lived through them unkilled, that life 
about him was a simple something of vague movement 
and irresponsible consequence. I, personally, can’t but 
think that he waded in gutters and hung off trolley-car 
ends on warm summer evenings. 

The hoyden Harlem scene faded unimportantly 
to the shady quiet of Danville, Virginia. It was there he 
did his first audible tongue-clicking—behind a Coca- 
Cola delivery wagon horse. Danville must have been an 
immaculately moral town. Master Winchell’s only im- 
pression was the smoking of raw tobacco. 

After two or three years of Danville he was 
brought back to New York City and placed in a Public 
School opposite the Imperial Theater in 116th Street. 
It was at this moment his career as a highly successful 
insufferable began. Little Walter flunked the same grade 
three consecutive years, but, he recalled—his eyes 
gleamed at the telling—he finished at the head of the 
class the fourth year!! He blames his scholarly de- 
linquency on being an after-school-hours usher in the 
Imperial Theater across the street. He collected tickets 
and pointed out empty seats. When a patron entered at 
the show’s middle, Usher Winchell returned half the 
ticket which permitted the patron to remain for the 
next show. If Usher Winchell spotted anyone staying 
without a half-ticket he tattled to the management and 
hid behind a post while the patron was removed. 


WO other young snips hung about the Imperial 

Theater and with Walter they formed “The Imperi- 

al Trio.” The other two were Little Georgie Jessel, basso, 

and Little Eddie Cantor, very loud. Walter was a 

soprano (Heh-heh!). Gus Edwards, then organizing his 

first unit, heard them, found three others as bad and 

offered a din called, “The Newsboys’ Sextette.” They 
lay all over the piano as they sang. 

While playing in Union City, N. J., Walter and 

Gus Edwards went sight-seeing in the latter’s car. They 


almost ran over a very dirty little 
girl playing in the street. The car 
was stopped and Walter and Gus 
were solicitous. She said she was 
six years old, that her name was 
“Cuddles”—some people, she said, 
called her Gussie Apfel—and that 
she’d sock ’em in the eye if they 
almost ran over her any more. 
Edwards liked her spirit and de- 
cided she must be his leading lady. 
Arrangements were made and she 
joined the Edwards show—and— 


eventually became the movie lady, Lila Lee. 


HE Edwards troupe sang, danced, and pattered its 

way on to Yonkers. One of the numbers was called 

“Alias Jimmy Valentine”—Jimmy Valentine was a sort 

of formal Al Capone—and the Newsboys’ Sextette was 

hidden in six prop safes scattered about the stage. Jimmy 

Valentine would dance among the safes and open them. 

One night one safe was empty. Master Walter Winchell 

was fired. They'd found him behind a pile of scenery 

writing “that way” notes to Cuddles. Mrs. Skeets Gal- 

lagher, = Gladys Glad of her day, saw him crying 

very bustingly in the theater 

alley and asked Mr. Ed- 

wards to re-engage him. 

Edwards consented and 

Walter became the faithful 

stooge of Mrs. Gallagher. 

He was her human alarm 

clock. He fetched her break- 

fasts. He ran her errands— 

and imagine the errands an 

actress could think of! 

Walter continued with the Gus 

Edwards Revue for a hazy time. Be- 

tween shows the intelligent Georgie 

Waser. Jessel and the intelligent Eddie 

WAHL Cantor set about to educate the 

co dumb Wallie Winchell. Walter 

1 ure doesn’t recall the methods of Pro- 

. fessors Jessel and Cantor, but they 

made him feel smart, full of confident arrogance, and 

wired him with sputtering energy. They were, Georgie, 

Eddie, and Wallie—the three little men with big voices 
and heads! 


Let us go into staccato time for a few years: 


ALTER WINCHELL became a song and dance 
man. . . . He teamed with a hoofing lady and 
played small time for smaller money. . .. He crashed a 
bottle of ketchup pn a Greek’s head in a Lancaster, Pa., 
restaurant. . . . Think’s he’s still wanted in Lancaster, 
Pa. . . . Managed a Gus Edwards unit of nine people. 
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_,. Stole a girl from the troupe ‘ 
and booked as a team at $125 a 
week for the two of them... . 
Worked three days in New 
York. . . . They were sent to 
Birmingham, Ala. paying own 
expenses. . . . Sandwiches and 
coffee en route... . Three days 
in Birmingham and they were 
jumped to New Orleans paying 
own expenses. . . . Sandwiches 
but no coffee. . .". One week in ° 
New Orleans. . . . They quit 
cold. . . . They decided to hit 
Chicago. . . . Ticket money 
cleaned them out. . . . Dough- 
nuts and water... . Polished up 
song, dance, and patter in the 
train vestibules Chicago bound. . . . Arrive Chicago in a 
blizzard at eleven in the morning. .. . At eleven-forty 
they were tapping across the stage of the McVickers 
Theater. .. . Audience wore steel derbies, wheezed cigars, 
and spit on the floor. . . . Winchell and Lady stop the 
show with his song about America fighting at Ireland’s 
side... . De Valera, you see, was in Chicago at the 
time... . Stole over sixty bows. .. . Millions of agents— 
(Walter said)—awaited them at the stage door... . 
They, the agents, were ignored... . To Beehler & Jacobs, 
the Booking Agents of the West. .. . Sign contract for 
forty-eight weeks’ tour, including even Kansas.... Walter 
Winchell suddenly decides he wants to be a newspfper 
reporter. . . . Gets in touch with Jo Swerling on the 
Chicago Examiner. . . . Swerling gives him a chance. . . . 
Walter is sent to the Illinois Central Rail- 
way Station to report on the blizzard... . 
He telephoned the following story to Swerl- 
ing: “H’lo, Jo—it’s snowin’ t’beat Hell!! 
Women and children cryin’ in the station! 
No trains can go in or out and”—Swerling 
interrupts with, “No ingress and egress?” 
—“What?”—"“No ingress and egress?”— 
“Lissen—I said it’s snowin’ hard!!!” ... 
Swerling was cut off. . . . Two hours later 
Walter bought the Examiner and in a three 
column story on the front page saw a para- 
graph which said “Trains at a standstill. 
No ingress or egress.” .. . Left that evening 
to begin forty-eight weeks’ tour for Beehler 
& Jacobs. ... They followed jugglers on 









the bill and loosened the audience’s hands. 
... The seed of journalism bursts within. ... 
He buys a typewriter! 


E are, at once, at the beginning of 
Walter Winchell’s career. It started 
in the cellar under a stage. Winchell sat on 
a box facing another box on which wobbled 


a second-hand typewriter. A lone carbon electric 
light yellowed the scene. Winchell’s forefingers pecked 
the worn keys. Across the top of the sheet of paper he 


<9 typed, “THE DAILY NEWSSENSE”—Editor, 
7 Walt Winchell—Edited for the Edification of Pantages 


Road Show, “No. 151.” There were three columns. The 
first column was an editorial entitled, “What An Actor 
Thinks,” and he really filled the column! The second, 
“Mercilous Truths,” and the third, “Headlines.” In 
those last two columns, to our dismay, Walter Winchell 
found or lost himself. 

“NEWSSENSE” was thumbtacked on the stage 
bulletin board and became a daily expectation. 

Winchell’s early writing contained no slang. He 
batted out carefully constructed sophomoric bouquets 
of words. Like Sinclair Lewis, he was constantly at war 
with the poet in him. He cured himself of poetry by 
writing it. His efforts were droolingly “torchy” and 
snipped at the heart. Often, in high-strung concentra- 
tion, he would burst into tears over his sad, metered 
melodies. 


IS reading at this time was confined to the works 

of newspaper columnists. He wanted to be one of 

them, but not like them. It was this furious urge to be 

different which brought about his inane style of today 
and makes him the most imitated of columnists. 

“NEWSSENSE” was reproduced in facsimile 

among the drama notes of a Seattle newspaper. This was 

like lighting a bomb’s fuse. Walt Winchell bought nearly 

the entire newsboy circulation of the Seattle paper—just 

(Continued on the next page) 
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His first writing was an editorial, “What an Actor Thinks,” and he actually 
filled a column! 














Walter Winchell 
(Continued from the preceding page) 


to make sure “NEWSSENSE” was in every copy. His 
hat shrank and the tap-tap of the stage dissolved into 
the tap-tap of the typewriter for keeps! 

Someone, I wonder if it was Walter Winchell, 
sent copies of “NEWSSENSE” to Glenn Condon, editor 
of “VAUDEVILLE NEWS,” a weekly for troupers 
published by Keith-Orpheum interests, Palace Theater 
Building, New York City. Editor Condon wrote Editor 
Winchell and asked for newsy little items about the west- 
ern vaudeville units. Winchell’s answer was to quit his 
$300 a week Pantages booking and grab a rattler New 
York bound. And Walter Winchell joined the staff of 
“VAUDEVILLE NEWS” at the salary of nothing 
per week. He had saved 
$1,500 from the Pantages 
trouping and he paid him- 
self a living wage out of 
his own coffer. 

“VAUDEVILLE 
NEWS” was distributed 
to the profession gratis. 
It carried no advertising. 
It was four-pages big. 

Walter Winchell 
changed all those things. 
It soon sold for a nickel 
and carried advertise- 
ments— (Walter received 
25%, about $300 weekly, 
of the gross on ads)— 
and went to sixteen pages. 
Whoopee!!! 

Walter Winchell wrote 
the editorials, obituaries, poetry, sports, gossip columns, 
news stories, AND the advertisements! He also 
bought a graflex camera and snapped the Broadway 


scene, 


HEN came the Evening Graphic—I can’t recall 

now whether the publisher was Daddy Browning 
or Bernarr MacFadden. The Graphic wanted a dramatic 
critic. Walter Winchell overheard the wanting and the 
Graphic’s dramatic critic was found, at $60 a week. 
He was honored by a dinner at Billy La Hiff’s hospitable 
Tavern. James J. Walker was one of the speakers. He 
told Walter, right in front of everybody, that as a dra- 
matic critic he’d soon be friendless. 

Along with dramatic criticism, soliciting amuse- 
ment advertising, and gathering newsy little show notes, 
Walter began hearing inside things about well-known 
folk along Broadway and its shady environs. He kept 
a separate note-book for these “off-color” items. After 
three or four months he ran the whole batch in a 
Monday column called, “Your Broadway and Mine.” 








Winchell says “Whaddyva know?” 





MILE GAUVREAU, the Graphic’s editor, petted 

Winchell with praise! It was great stuff! Zactly 
what the paper needed! Make Winchell the talk of 
the town! 

“DO THAT SORTA COLUMN EVERY 
DAY, WINCHELL!” demanded Gauvreau. 

Winchell tried to explain that it took months to 
gather those items. Months of loitering around draughty 
key-holes! There was a great deal of argument—each 
life was threatened in various loud ways, but in the end 
it was decided the gossip column would appear on Mon- 
days only. 

Then Mr. William Randolph Hearst read 
Winchell and went after him! I don’t mean what you 
mean! He offered Walter big money to work for King 
Features Syndicate, the biggest, if not the best, of all 
newspaper syndicates, 
Walter couldn’t accept. 
Graphic contract! Editor 
Gauvreau stepped in. 
What happened is mistily 
diffused. In time, though, 
both Mr. Gauvreau and 
Walter Winchell became 
Hearst minions. (It took 
four men to fill Winchell’s 
shoes when he left the 
Graphic! Gilbert Seldes 
and Louis Sobol were two 
of them.) 


EARSAY to the con- 

trary, Walter Win- 
chell is not up to his ears 
in libel suits. He has been 
“served” but four times 
and the plaintiffs, all on the staff of a rival tabloid, 
merely assumed certain gossip printed on a sunny Mon- 
day was about them. No names had been mentioned. 
Nothing happened. Is ever’body happy? 

His modus operandi for getting items for the 
Monday gossip column is astonishingly simple. He, hear- 
say again to the contrary, has a hundred friends to every 
enemy. He knows which friends are informative. He 
knows where these friends hang out. He wanders from 
“hot spot” to speakeasy to night club to public restau- 
rant and pounds the pavements of old Longacre Square 
meeting these friends and, in casual greetings says, 
“O-KAY-Y-Y So’n’so, whaddya know?” And they 
tellum, see? And they Jove to tell things to Winchell! 
They know Walter Winchell “never reveals a source”— 
and they are safe—in fact if not in conscience! 

A recent incident almost added the final chapter 
to the life of Walter Winchell—unless there’s a tabloid 
in Hell!!! 

In a Winchell Monday Gossip Column appeared 

(Continued on page 52) 


and they tellum! 
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Why I Said No 
on the After Deck 


Oh, the Clouds passed by in quaint review, 
I hummed them a merry tune, 

As they’d pick up their silvery skirts and turn 
To thumb their nose at the Moon! 


In weird formation they skipped along 
On that stage of midnight blue. . . 

I saw an Elephant lose his trunk 
Chasing a Kangaroo! 


The Queen rushed by with haughty ease, 
Her hat came off in the gale... 

But a three legged Monkey took its place 
Then clung to the Moon by his tail! 


The Water Babies stood on their heads, 
I applauded their act with glee . 

And each one smiled and took a bow, 
Then threw a kiss to the Sea! 


Oh, ’twas then He said it looked like rain 
That the wind was rather cold! 

I turned and saw only heavy clouds, 
And a Moon so weary and old! 
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Symptoms of the Depression 
(gleaned from the nation’s press) 
* 


Sandy, coming home from a night of glowing 
“excitement,” would sometimes think shrewd- 
ly: “Maybe @ @ lb lb R @ emf cmfw cmfwy 
shr so—but what good does it do me? What 
good will it ever do me?” 
“W ell,— 


me . 
home again! 


Mr. and Mrs. J. L. Gordon left today for 
a two-weeks honeymoon trip, after which Mrs. 
Gordon will return to her important past with 
Mr. Farr of Farr and Osgood. 


“House over Shop to Let; no bath; suitable 
for business people.” 


€ 
His savings were in his pockets. A little suit- 
case filled with clothes and his Florida lots 
remain as his worldly property. 


Miss Josephine B. Fox, of Herdland, Mo., 
is spending a vacation at the home of her 
uncleaned aunt, Mr. and Mrs. J. C. Fox. 


GOLDEN LIFE-TIME OPPORTUNITY 
John R. Weber, 5920 So. State St., Chicago, 


[ll., personal self made refined young business 
man, above the average, with means, aged 42, 
established 25 years. Bank reference, believe 
in the Golden Rule, height 5 ft. 8 inches, 
weight 200, well built, good natured, pleasing 
personality, a one woman man with a loving 
affectionate nature, possess natural true love 
which grows stronger and stronger, love music, 
enjoy all health pleasures, outdoor, dancing, 


swimming, long walks, exercise, ete. Love a 


real home, a real car, best of clothes, a real 
provider, a real he man, can bring home the 
bacon, possess natural nature and qualities to 
make contentment and happiness, heaven on 
earth, no cast off, using this method, seeking 
to find a real broad-minded pal mate, my 
equal, will correspond with refined city or 
country, intelligent young ladies 25 

to 35 years, not over 40 years, per- 

fect health, must be broad-minded, 

possess a pleasing personality, a 

natural one man woman, with a 

loving affectionate nature, 5 ft. 6 

inches to 5 ft. 10 inches tall, weight 

160 to 200 Ibs., well built, flappers 

and fortune seekers, don’t waste 

your time, photo and full descrip- 

tion must accompany first letter, 

kindly fill full request, time is too 

valuable to waste. Will marry at an 

early date if suited. 


—Cupid’s Columns 





“Parlez-vous francais?” 
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The Great Minds ... 
. - - At Work and At Rest 


Dr. W. C. Williams, 


surgeon and poet. 


Aimee Semple McPherson Hutton, 


evangelist. 


Harrison Fisher, 
artist. 


George Jean Nathan, 


dernier critic. 


Dr. Linard Williams, 
medical officer to the 
Insurance Institute of London. 


Adjt.-Gen. W. W. Stirling, 
of Texas Rangers. 


Prof. E. M. Chamberlin, 


psychologist at Boston University. 


Dr. Max Reinharde, 


famous theatrical director. 


Prof. E. R. Mowrer, 


Northwestern University sociologist. 


Dr. W. K. Butts, 


Biologist (and anti-kiss crusader) 


of the University of Chattanooga. 


Martin L. Sweeney, 
Ohio Congressman giving his 
opinion of the world in general. 


Prof. Joseph J. Klein, 


Taxation specialist of the 


Herman F. Mohr, 


state attorney at Orlando, Fla. 





College of the City of New York. 












Surgery has its poetic side. It is beau- 
tiful, clean, wholesome. 





Between you and me and the gate- 
post I hate publicity. 














I am tired of drawing beautiful 
American girls. I would like to put 
cows on magazine covers for a 
change. 












Woman is of much coarser fiber, of 
much less delicate sensibility and ro- 
mantic sensitiveness than man. 












If your eyes are set far apart you 
should be a vegetarian, because you 
inherit the digestive characteristics 
of bovine or equine ancestry. 









“ ‘ ° 
Prefer married men in our service. 


Find they don’t mind being killed. 










The joke-telling professor is often a 
horrible bore. 








The most important thing in the 
theatre is the personal contact be- 
tween the actor and his audience. It 
is to be compared to a love affair. 









Father is lucky nowadays if the 
children look upon him as something 
other than a meddlesome outsider. 













I instructed one of the girls to press 
her lips lightly on the surface of 
nutrient jelly. We found the plate 
almost covered with bacteria. I ex- 
hibited the plate to the class as a 
solemn warning. 











It’s in a hell of a shape. 







It’s just too bad that the only profit- 
able industry left is prohibition eva- 
sion. 












But suicide is unnatural. It is the last 
thing a man would do. 
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Beware the Gigolair 


Oh, rich and careless husband, 
If you neglect your wife 

She'll look for gigoloving 
And lead the gigolife. 


In night clubs gigoluring 


W here boys are full of wiles, 


The gigolonely lady 
Buys gigoleering smiles. 


Some gigolithesome dancing, 
And then she’s asked to buy 

The gigoluscious liquor 
Which helps the gigolie. 


Some hours of gigolaughter, 
A soft, crooned gigolay, 
And with her purse or jewels 
He gigolopes away. 
Then all the gigoliquor 


Can’t calm her lusty yaps. 


The moral, gigoladies? 


Stay off of gigolaps! 


“Hey, Buddy, is this the way to Bermuda?” 
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Snag Ford 


In the previous issue: Etta, play-goat of the 
water front, toast of the Merchant Marine, is 
practically a lost lady until Claude, Adonis 
among goats, comes into her life. Claude the 
Beautiful! Never has he tasted whiskey, nor 
even the lining of a policeman’s coat, and Etta 
is resolved that the easy camaraderie of Tally’s 
Saloon shall never ruin Claude as it ruined her. 
Until one night . 





HE next day was Saturday; and on Saturday the men 
from the ships were paid off. Saturday consequently 
was Etta’s Big Night, and she made the most of it. 
Hour after hour the laughter mounted, the ribald songs 
echoed and re-echoed, as the salty company made merry 
on their night ashore. Etta was here, there, everywhere, 
fulfilling her duties as Hostess of the Fleet, renewing 
acquaintances, butting into old friends, always ready 
for just one more snootful with the boys. Her vivid bleat 
of laughter pierced the deep mutterings and hard 
chuckles of her sea-going companions; her song rose 
steadily above their songs as she joined their uncertain 
harmonies; her own distinctive odor mingled pleasantly, 
as the evening wore on, with the rich aroma of stale 
beer and oily dungarees. Hour after hour, amid the 
reeling hilarity of Tally’s Bar, Etta reigned in all her 
glory. 
“Come on, Ed, le’s be shovin’. See if any of the 
gang’s over at Tony’s.. .” 
“An’ maybe Otto’s Oyster Bar is still runnin’, over 
on Washington Street. "Member Otto’s? We’ll make the 


” 


rounds eee 

“Hey, Mac! Whaddye say we bring Etta?” 

“Sure, Ed! Come on, Etta, ol’ kid .. .” 

“Le’s go, Etta...” 

She lingered irresolute in the doorway for a mo- 
ment, glancing back over her shaggy shoulders at the 
smoke-dimmed bar. Claude was curled languorously on 
his rug near the stove, his chiseled nose pillowed in the ele- 
gant curve of a manicured forefoot, his handsome eyes 
apparently locked in sleep. Could she trust him? Did one 
eyelid quiver suspiciously as she stared at him? Instinct 
warned her to stay; but the lure of the old life, the call of 
her roistering companions, were too strong for her. They 
were lingering impatiently on the sidewalk, swaying 
arm-in-arm: “Come on Etta! Wha’s keepin’ ya?” “S’mat- 


The Saga of &tta the Goat 


Illustrations by John Held, Jr. 



















ter, Etta, goin’ back on yer pals?” The urge was in her 
blood. With a last glance at the still form of her 
treasured Claude, she answered her companions’ hail 
with a reassuring bleat, turned, and galloped up the side- 
walk after them with a triple beat of her calloused old 
hooves. 

“Set ’em up, Otto! Six straight Ryes!” 

“Six, doch?” Otto glanced up in surprise and 
counted the little group of arrivals lined before his bar. 
“But it giffs yet only five of you. You was make a mis- 
take, maybe?” 

“Ya heard me, Dutchy. I said six!” and before the 
astonished eyes of the bartender one of the sailors took 
the sixth glass, stooped, and poured it into an invisible 
receptacle beneath the rim of the bar. Otto’s ears de- 
tected a brief but audible schloop! The sailor straight- 
ened with a smile and returned the empty glass to the 
bar: “You wasn’t countin’ Etta!” 

So they progressed along West Street from bar to 
bar, Etta and her pals, while the sidewalks heaved and 
the lamp-posts swayed like masts in a gale. Fists flew, 
in the course of that glorious night, bottles smashed, men 
cursed and laughed and sang; and Etta was ever in the 
thick of it, protecting her sea-going comrades, inserting 
herself deftly between a charging enemy’s legs and send- 
ing him sprawling as her gang beat a hasty and discreet 
retreat into the next saloon down the block. For once 
her concern for Claude was forgotten, her thirst satis- 


fied, her heart beat high. Tonight she was one of the 
boys again. 


T was late when Etta returned home, after seeing 
her charges safely to their ships at last. Tally’s 
Saloon was still brilliantly lighted; for Saturday night 
came but once a week, and Mr. Tally was of a mind to 
make it last as long into the following week as pos- 

























sible. The bar rattled and tinkled with glasses; men em- 
braced and sang along its mahogany length, customers 
slumbered pleasantly at the sidetables, while the genial 
Timothy Tally, three steins of beer locked side-by-side in 
either hand, skidded like a water-bug among the patrons. 
And in the midst of this hilarity, his pink tongue lapping 
still another tumbler of liquor from an outstretched 
hand, Claude swayed unsteadily at the bar, gorgeously 
tight. 

, Etta halted suddenly in the doorway, and her eyes 
blazed with a curious intensity. She stared across the 
room for a moment in mounting fury; then abruptly 
she hurtled forward, her head lowered, toward Claude. 
And even as their foreheads collided, so the more senti- 
mental observers maintain, Etta’s eyes were starry and 
dim with the thundering ecstasy of that last kiss. 


AKEN unawares, Claude bounced back upon his 

haunches. Etta was on him with the fury of a she- 
devil; her hooves were all about him, they drummed on 
his stomach, they stamped in his pretty face, they rained 
like hammers out of a dizzy and reeling sky. He rolled 
over and forced himself to his feet; instantly her lowered 
head took him under the jaw and lofted him through the 
air against a table. It collapsed with a crash. She kicked, 
she bit, she butted him around the sawdust, screaming and 
weeping; no sooner did he find his feet than she would 
bowl him over and jump on him again. He fought back 
desperately; but Etta had on her side the irresistible fury 
of a passionate love. There was perfect devotion behind 
every thudding hoof that sank into his aching ribs; there 


was the frenzy of self-sacrifice behind each uppercut of 
her adoring head. Chairs toppled; bottles smashed; cus- 
tomers scurried out of the path of the whirling tangle of 
hooves and horns. Her aged strength fortified with the 
fervor of her great sacrifice, she rolled and butted him 
steadily toward the exit. Her head suddenly lowered. She 
braced herself, catapulted forward, and propelled him 
through the swinging doors in a clean arc. They banged 
violently outward, and then swung shut behind him. The 
room was deathly still. 

Slowly Claude gathered himself out of the gutter. 
His bloody snout pressed against the sidewalk as he 
forced himself to rise; his bedraggled ribbon still hung 
from his neck, and sawdust was caked on his matted sides. 
He hobbled to three legs, swayed, and staggered in a 
blind stupor down the street, around the corner with never 
a backward glance, and so out of her life forever. 

Etta turned. Her left eye was puffed, her grey fur 
flecked with blood and sawdust, but she forced her 
battered face into a fixed smile as she lurched toward 
the awe-struck bar. Someone offered her a full tumbler 
in silence. Her tongue extended in a pink groove, and 
she inhaled the whisky with a single schloop! She 
blinked twice. Instinctively she reached up her head and 
ripped off a generous length of glue-soaked cheese-cloth 
from the coat of a slumbering policeman beside her. It 
waggled back and forth from her munching jaws, 
gradually shortened, and flicked up into her mouth at 
last with a little slap. Etta swallowed. 

They never mentioned Claude to her again. 

(Continued on the next page) 
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",..and took the inspector squarely in the bread-basket.” 






T first Etta did not feel the pinch of Prohibition. 
The thing got under way slowly. Her first inkling 

of the handwriting on the wall was the ever-increasing 
scarcity of drinks. Tally’s still operated, to be sure; but 
the heavy toll of police protection had raised the price of 
liquor from five to ten, and then to twenty-five cents. 
And at twenty-five a throw, customers were less inclined 
to toss precious snootfuls down Etta’s parched and ex- 
tended tongue. Sometimes she would go for an entire 
evening without a swallow. In a character less stern 
than Etta’s this sort of treatment would have made for 


stealing. 

Nor was the curbing of free drinks the only priva- 
tion she suffered. Inevitably the visits of policemen to 
Tally’s Saloon became more clandestine and infrequent; 
and often, during the visits of a government inspector, 
they would cease entirely for weeks at a time. With- 


out policemen there were 

no overcoats; and with- 

out overcoats Etta could 

no longer enjoy her fa- 

vorite snack of cheese- 

cloth and glue. This last 

blow was almost unbear- 

able. She brooded. She 

sulked. Life, she felt, 

was too hard on her. 

And at this moment fate 

chose to add the crown- 

ing insult to her injur- 

1€s. "at the rear struts the eld- 
Perhaps Etta’s 

unblinking faith in her- 

self was responsible for her ensuing difficulties. Having 

decided at last that the limited horizons of Tally’s Bar no 

longer could satisfy her cravings, she made up her mind to 

extend her sphere of activities to the neighboring saloons. 

In the past she had often made these rounds with her 

companions from the ships; she had no doubts of her 

ability to navigate on her own. With head high she 

butted open the swinging doors of Tally’s one Satur- 

day night and set forth bravely alone. 


est, her first born.” 


T was not until she had turned a second corner, and 

started toward a third, that she realized it was not 
going to be as smooth sailing as she had imagined. Some- 
how, during the months that had passed since Prohibition 
set in, her former haunts had mysteriously changed. In- 
stead of the friendly swinging doors she found pad- 
locks and iron bars; in place of the cheerful signs in 
windows now were only drawn shades and a vague sug- 
gestion of mortuary parlors. Block after block, as she 
wandered, the silent bars gave no sign of welcome; 
and, in spite of herself, her heart sank. This deserted 
street was a bitter travesty of those gay Saturday nights 
of yore. Here were the same sidewalks she had wandered 
over with her rollicking companions; here the very lamp- 


post she had butted once in a passing burst of enthus. 
asm. But now they all seemed cold, unfriendly, Strange, 
She shuddered despite herself at the hollow clip! clop! 
of her discouraged hooves along these curbs that had 
echoed once to the shuffling soles of sea-going boots, 
There were no flying fists now, no salty oaths, no harmo. 
nies in which her eager bleat could join; there was only a 
solitary goat wandering up a lonely street, forlorn and 
frightened and very thirsty. 


HE knew that she was lost; she did not very much care, 
On the opposite corner stood a building that was 
vaguely familiar. She knew that she had visited it once 
with her sailor-pals in some dim night long past. The 
entrance was closed and barred; but Etta was past 
taking a hint. Weary and parched; she lowered her head 
and butted the door with all her might. There was a 
muffled oath within, and 
the clash of a broken 
glass. She butted again. 
A panel slid open, and 
the frightened face of 
Otto, the _ bartender, 
peered down at her in 
astonishment. 

“Go away,” he 
whispered. “Heraus! for 
the love of Gott! 
Haven’t I got it trouble 
enough paying der cops 
that you should make a 
scene by the outside of 
my shop?” 

Bewildered, discouraged, Etta backed away. 
The tantalizing odor of hops assailed her nostrils; she 
could hear the subdued murmur of voices within, as 
the panel slid shut. She lowered her head in despera- 
tion and butted the door once more. The panel shot 
open again. 

“Eddie!” shouted Otto to someone approaching 
behind her. “Take her away!” 

With a sigh of relief Etta realized that the new- 
comer was a policeman. Surely he would help her find a 
haven of refuge where she could quench her thirst. In the 
old days perhaps they had even drunk together side by 
side at Tally’s; he would not desert her now. When he 
took her by the collar, she went away with him willingly 
—perhaps he knew a better place than Otto’s. She waited 
innocently while he telephoned from the corner. She 
even climbed presently into the patrol-wagon beside him, 
coiling trustingly at his feet in her implicit faith that they 
were bound for some hospitable bar together, and 
drowsed into a confident slumber. And when she woke 
she found that she had been locked, for want of a more 
appropriate place, in the Cat Pound; and it was three 
days before Timothy Tally could summon enough 
courage and cash to bail her out. 
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TTA’S heart was broken. She was never the same 
goat again. Three days in a Cat Pound had 
snapped her pride. From a happy and care-free goat 
she developed into a sulky and morose creature, em- 
bittered, suspicious of everyone, abused and put upon. 
Deep within her this sullen resentment was taking defi- 
nite shape. The law, she felt, was somehow at the bottom 
of it all. The fact that her former friends had betrayed 
her was only added proof. Her mild dislike increased to 
animosity as she brooded over her disgrace. A Cat 
Pound! Surely in such an insult there was something 
personal, something distinctly pointed. Etta discovered 
that she hated policemen, one and all, with a deep and 
abiding hate. Her eyes burned like coals at the mere 
















sight of a blue-coat. Her little mind buzzed with plans 
for revenge. 

And, curiously enough, Timothy Tally for once 
agreed with his goat. The law had not been easy on him, 
either. The toll for police protection in his business grew 
steadily more exorbitant; each new inspector must be 
carefully fixed, and inspectors changed in that neighbor- 
hood with alarming frequency. Timothy decided he 
could stand it no longer. His profits were steadily being 
sapped by this merciless tax. His business was on the 
rocks. At last, against the advice of his terrified assistant, 
he declared open rebellion, ceased his monthly payments 
of blood-money entirely, drew down his shades and bolted 
his door instead, issued a careful password to his cus- 
tomers, hid his liquor behind the bar, and defied the law 


to find him out. 


HEY came. The heavy door shook under three sud- 

den blows, buckled and splintered. Before Timothy 
Tally could smash so much as the bottle in his hand, the 
lock had snapped, the door opened, and the cold muzzle 
of an automatic was leveled toward him across the length 
of the room. The inspector, backed by several police- 
men, advanced with a cold smile. 

Etta’s eyes had glazed with a curious intensity, 
at the first knock upon that door. She was staring 
across the room with mounting rage. Policemen! Memo- 
ries of her recent disgrace crowded upon her. Cat 
Pounds, eh? Not while she had her strength! With 
lowered head she hurtled impetuously across the room, 
and took the inspector squarely in the bread-basket. He 


collapsed with a wheezing gasp, like a punctured 
balloon. 

Instantly the place was all confusion. Etta darted 
forward, back, forward like a battering ram, bowling 
over blue-coats like nine-pins, butting and kicking the 
sprawling figures in the doorway. Behind the bar, bottles 
began to smash in rapid succession. The air was blue 
with powder-smoke, filled with flying fists, tossing heels, 
and splintering furniture. And above the pandemonium 
of shrieks and curses, above the heavy thud of falling 
bodies, the scuffle of struggling figures, the cracking of 
skulls, rose one high piercing bleat of laughter, a cracked 
and treble paean of heathen joy. This was just another 
Saturday night for Etta. 

“Timothy!” The assistant’s voice rang sharply. 
“Out the back door wit’ yez!” 

Tally paused for a moment on the sill. Across the 
wreckage of the smoke-filled room he could still see the 
loyal figure of Etta, her forefeet planted firmly in the 
center of the inspector’s stomach, her pink tongue ex- 
tended, as she triumphantly ripped length after length of 
glue-soaked cheese-cloth from his overcoat. Etta’s re- 
venge was sweet— 
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IGHT has fallen. The last bit of orange has 
drained from the sky. Across the trackless dumps of 
Brooklyn, in the cool of the twilight, a curious procession 
wends its way back toward the shores of the Gowanus 
Canal. In the van marches an elderly goat, fat, slovenly, 
her matted beard and wrinkled bosom swaying in careless 
unison as she walks. Behind her in a line are seven kids, 
of various sizes. And at the rear struts the eldest, her 
first born. He is a handsome goat, strangely unlike any 
of his brothers or sisters, a sensitive youngster with a 
straggling beard and pretty petulant mouth, and an 
almost effeminate curve to his horns. 

As he picks his way daintily between the piles of 
refuse, his nostrils quiver alertly. Suddenly he halts. 
With a curious eagerness he rips open a discarded burlap 
bag by the side of the trail. The ripe aroma of prune 
mash fills the air. 

Blood will tell. 


The End. 






















The Letters 


ies; 


My Dear Daughter: 
T was good to have that wire from your principal 
| saying your appendix was out and you were making 
a recovery appropriate to the president of the Athletic 
Association and the editor of the Annual. This puts you 
even with Gracie; you know she had hers out early in 
the semester. In fact, I recall I paid for it when I settled 
for her tuition and books. Your school seemed to be lag- 
ging behind and I had begun to think it wasn’t up to 
standard. 
The principal might as well understand that the 
doctor will have to wait for his money. I’ve got to finance 
that last consignment of school stationery first. You 


“If we move in here can we have children?” 


must be buying from a pretty good stationer. Judging 
from what you’ve been writing home on he must have 
the White House business too. 

Your sister Hortense is rather put out with you and 
Gracie. You see, the poor child had her appendix out 
when she was a little girl, and when we got the message 
about you she said we would have to make it up to her 
when she went to boarding school. I told her daddy 
would see, and maybe he could let her have her arches 
fixed up in some distant city. I don’t want my children 
to be able to say that I was partial. 

Perhaps when you get over this I'll send your 
brother Charlie down to school with one of the cars to 
bring you home for a couple of weeks. 
Nothing like being at home to hasten 
your convalescence and make you want 
to get back to school to catch up with 
your studies. 

Charlie has been regaling us with 
cracks about his football team at Pot- 
tawatomie University where he coached 
this past season. You know his full- 
back, Andy Zog? Well, it seems the 
newspapers were a little hard on Andy 
for his lack of sportsmanship. Three 
or four times he hit an opposition back 
so hard it knocked him out and Andy 
went on without helping him to his 
feet. One writer said that Andy should 
be arrested for leaving the scene of an 
accident. 

Now get well and don’t work 
on the internes. Most of them are 
young men of good families who 
have girls who have been waiting seven 
years for them to get out of medical 
school. 

Anyhow, it would be years before 
any of them would be able to furnish 
even the part of your support that I re- 
quire from my sons-in-law as the mini- 
mum agreement. 

If you must have somebody in a 
white coat get a barber. A barber is 
clean and gentlemanly and is paid in 
cash. 


ey 


Your Affectionate Father, 
McCready Huston. 
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Look AT THAT STANCE — You'RE A 
DISGRACE TO THE CLUB! 


NO-NO- HOLD 
YOUR GLASS FIRM - 
LIKE THIS / 








KEEP YouR EYE ON 
THE DRINKS / 





Now YAKE THIS SHOT EASY— 
WATCH YOUR FOLLOW ‘THROUGH / 





for gulp clubs 


A PROHIBITION SUGGESTION— 


Drinking instructors 
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A sideline with the pro. 





. BOY- ‘THAT WAS A 
BEAUTY — STRAIGHT DOWN 
THE FAIRWAY/ 











GREAT DRAMAS ix SPORT... ., 


ILLIE MACFARLANE walked 

\\) to the last tee at Worcester. 

Stretching down either side of 
the fairway that glittered like green gold 
under the sun, was a vast shore of peo- 
ple . . . their faces red and sweat-streaked 
and excited. 

Willie did not feel excited strangely 
enough. It was as though the immensity 
of this match on which hinged the Na- 
tional Open Golf Championship, had 
simmered down into a matter of no great 
consequence . . . weariness, probably was 
the cause of his inertia. 

For several days he had fought through 
the distressing heat . . . heat that sent 
the mercury boiling and sizzling past 
the hundred mark. It was not as hard 
on the young and rugged Bobby Jones 
as it was on the lean and middle-aged 
Macfarlane. Bob was used to this . . . it 
was a new experience for Will. 

When they had ended seventy-two 
holes of play in a tie, the Scotsman 
shrugged his shoulders. He was so stiff 
and sore that he could hardly pivot. He, 
like everyone else, believed Jones was 
practically invincible. With the handi- 
cap of the heat and his weary legs, 
Will did not really believe he had a 
chance to win. 

He thought of that now, as he stood 
swinging his driver on the final tee . . . 
the playoff had been the 
greatest in the history of 
golf ... at the end of eight- 


een holes they were all 
square . . . so, in the after- 
noon, they started off again 
on their seemingly endless 


quest. 


Fortune 


LD Dame 
turned her brightest 
smile on Jones. It seemed 
that he could do nothing 
wrong. With half the sec- 
ond round completed the 
Georgia wizard held a lead 
of four strokes . . . a lead so 

unassailable that the corres- 

pondents in the press-room were already 
clicking off the story of his victory on 
their typewriters. 

Willie Macfarlane had not been con- 
scious of any tremendous urge to do or 
die. He looked on the lead as impossible 
to overcome should Jones continue to 
play the sort of golf he was capable of 


. . . but a courageous man does not throw 
up the sponge, he keeps on doing his 
best . . . with a faint hope that disaster 
for his opponent might come riding out 
of the brassy heavens. 

Then the impossible happened. At the 
tenth Bob was trapped, and took a 4 after 
exploding from the sand . . . but Will, 
skimming his ball across the baked put- 
ting surface, canned a thirty footer for 
a deuce. At the fifteenth the 
Georgian, striving to reach the 
green with a thundering wood 
shot, again found a trap... 
and once more they were all 
even. 

Earlier in the match this 
would have brought an im- 
mense thrill to Willie Mac- 
farlane, but he was so utterly 
dead on his feet that his nerves 
would react sharply to no emotion. 


ND so, the last tee was reached as 
the merciless sun was reaching the 
horizon. All the effort and strain of the 
week was centered on this last hole. 
The championship meant at least fifty 
thousand dollars to the middle-aged 
professional . . . a vast sum, an incredible 
sum... and whether or not he earned 
it depended on how he played this hole. 
There was nothing to be gained by 


/ 


— | \ 


waiting. As soon as the writhing lines 
of spectators had frozen into immo- 
bility, Macfarlane fired his drive straight 
down the fairway. Bobby Jones, his sun- 
marred face drawn and a little fretful, 
followed with one that flew a full thirty 
yards farther. 

Side by side the rivals trudged along 


Ly 


Jack 
Kofoed 


the yellowed grass. . . . Willie became 

suddenly and keenly alive to what vic. 

tory would mean to him . . . fame would 
not mean so much because he was 
retiring chap, but the money would, 

He wondered how he could have for. 

gotten that even in his weariness. He 

realized it now . . . and realizing made 
the task immeasurably harder. 
The eighteenth green at Worcester js 
guarded by yawning traps 
in front and on both sides, 
? and the green itself is ter. 
raced. With devilish in. 

¥ genuity, the greens-keeper 
had set the pin at the very 
front of the carpet. To lay 
the ball dead you had to 
take the chance of falling 
a bit short and so finding 
the sand. 

Macfarlane took his spade . . . feel. 
ing the gaze of thousands pinned upon 
him. The blade flashed in the sun . 
the ball surged in high arc . . . hit the 
green and rolled thirty feet past . . . he 
had done his best. 


-_- 
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fie: younger man was just as tired 
and temporarily sick of competitive 
golf as Macfarlane. . . . He meant to 
win or lose with one bold stroke. 

The hush across the fairway was like 
the hush of doom... 
golfing history was being 
played. 

Jones shot . . . Macfar- 
lane’s heart went into his 
throat. It looked like a 
perfect shot. The ball cov- 
ered the pin all the way... 
Then . . 
answer to Will’s unspoken 
prayer Bob’s ball 
caught the front of the 
green, and kicked back 
into the trap. 

In a flash conditions had 
changed . . . the odds were 
all in favor of Macfarlane 
... he ran his long putt to 

the lip of the cup and while Jones came 
nicely out of the sand the effort was not 
good enough to tie the match. 

The veteran, his weariness forgotten in 

a wave of exultation, held out his hand, 
as Jones, smiling his congratulations, 
came toward him. The championship . . - 
fifty thousand dollars . . . Rest. 
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Too Hot to Handle 
YPSILANTI, MICH.—J ohn 


Quirk, steel worker who boasts a 
high fielding average in snaring rivets 
hot from the portable furnace, has 
been bemoaning his dexterity. 

He reached out nonchalantly from 
his perch high in the air recently and 
caught the object that was hurtling 
toward him. Too late he discovered 
it was notice of a legal action against 
him. 

Deputy Richard Klavitter, who dis- 
guised the summons as a rivet to 
avoid waiting until Quirk descended 
at quitting time, said it constituted 
legal service. 


Land of the Flea 
NEW YORK—The owner of the 


Flea Circus on Forty-second street 
was arrested by the police. The de- 
fendant was charged with conducting 
a “theatrical performance” on Sun- 
day. 


How About The Price List? 

NEW YORK—The National 
Conference of Nomenclature of Dis- 
eases published an official uni- 
form classification of the names of 
all known diseases. There are two 


hundred and fifty pages to the list! 


Wanted—Customers, 
Dead or Alive 


CHICAGO—A modest bid for 
patronage by the invisible textile 
weavers startled Chicagoans. 

The advertisement appearing in 
newspapers said: 

“Bullet holes rewoven perfectly in 
damaged clothes; low prices.” 


Ballyhoo’s Who 
CHICAGO—Herman Nertz has 


had his telephone disconnected. 

“The darn thing made life unbear- 
able,” he explained. “Some joker 
found my name on the heading of 
page 947 of the ’phone book. An- 
other broadcast the story on the radio 
and then my troubles began. People 
kept calling me up at all hours of 
the day and night, saying ‘Hello, 
who’s this?’ 

“T'd say ‘Nertz.’ 

“And then they'd say ‘Aw, Nertz, 
yourself’ and hang up.” 





Sanctuary 
SOUTHERN PAPER—“The 


peculiar noises coming from the 
organ of the Baptist Church last 
Sunday have been overcome by a 
healthy: dose of rough on rats. The 
critters having made a nest in the G 
pipe, when it was played the rats 
would squeal. That’s why the last 
selection was changed at the last 
moment, there being less G notes in 
‘Galilee’ than there are in “Tell 


Mother I’ll Be There.’ ” 
All in the Family 


HACKENSACK, N. J.—James 
S. Stokes, Sr., 80 years old, sued 
James S. Stokes, Jr., for $50,000 in 
Circuit Court because James S. 
Stokes, 3rd, bowled him, James S. 
Stokes, Sr., over with the automobile 
of James S. Stokes, Jr. Stokes, Sr., 
lost the suit when Judge Edwin C. 
Caffrey ruled that although Stokes, 
3rd, had permission to drive the 
Stokes, Jr., automobile, there was no 
evidence that Stokes, 3rd, was the 
agent of Stokes, Jr., and hence no 
liability attached to Stokes, Jr. 


Life in the news..at home..abroad 


It Won’t Be Long Now 
WASHINGTON—Records of 


the Anti-Saloon League, examined 
by the Senate Lobby Committee, 
showed that this organization had 
taken in $5,315,000 in 1929, which 
sum cost $3,820,000 to collect. 

Everybody’s Doing It 

NEW YORK—Paul J. Mc- 
Cauley of the State Bureau of Secu- 
rities, says New Yorkers buy more 
worthless stock per capita than the 
residents of any other American com- 
munity. Professional men are the eas- 
iest marks. 


Pride 
BOSTON—Mtural decorations in 


Boston’s only de luxe speakeasy were 
not very complimentary to police or 
Federal agents. 

Bartenders were depicted thumb- 
ing noses at prohibition agents. An- 
other was shown ordering an intoxi- 
cated policeman to “beat it or I'll call 
a sergeant.” 

An entire wall showed United 
States mail trucks delivering liquor. 

The speakeasy was raided. 





Red Tape Insulated 
LECCE, ITALY—While Flo- 


rindo Lemme, 35, an electrician, 
hung with one hand on a live wire 
and the other gripping the iron rim 
of a manhole, an employee at the 
central office of the power station 
refused to have the current shut off. 

Lemme was rescued by an army 
officer after other frantic telephone 
calls to the office failed to impress 
the clerk on duty. He stubbornly 
maintained that “all complaints 
must be made in writing.” 
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EBRUARY 17.—News this morn- 

ing that Mistress Fiske, the 

great playactress, is dead did 
stir me mightily, forasmuch as she 
was the first person that ever I saw 
on the stage, and the memory of her, 
as Becky Sharp, descending the 
grand staircase during the ball on the eve of Waterloo, 
is as clear as though I had witnessed the piece only 
yesterday. And when I said as much to Samuel, he 
was certain that I must have seen “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” 
in earlier years, but I had not, having been so terrified 
by a program note requesting the audience to remain 
seated whilst the bloodhounds were crossing the stage 
that my elders were obliged to remove me from the 
auditorium before the curtain rose. Noting also in the 
journals the remarkable portraits which Philip de Laszlo 
has made of such subjects as the President and Mistress 
Hoover, I am resolved that no hand but his shall ever 
paint mine. My husband, poor wretch, full of talk, as 
usual, telling me how a tipsy clubmate, expatiating last 
night on his dog, had been asked what kind of dog it 
was, and, repeating the question in some vexation, had 
quoth, “It’s a lovely dog!” adding that he had another 
story about the animal of which the telling would take 
him only five minutes, provided that he was not sub- 
jected to interruptions from the moronic intelligences 
which surrounded him. Kate in to discuss the larder, and 
I did commission her to order escarole for one of the 
dinner vegetables, having discovered its sublimation as 
a cooked green, nor do I ever think of it without re- 
calling the burlesque notes and queries department wrote 
long ago for a magazine by James Montgomery Flagg 
in which a subscriber asked what escarole was, and he 
replied that he was astonished that she should ask him 
such a question, and advised her to consult either her 
pastor or an intimate lady friend. Up and did on a 
black frock, so that I could wear most effectively my 
new braided rope of pearls and gunmetal beads, and, 
placing my hat on backwards in error, I did leave it 
so, not only because it was more becoming, but as a 
hostage to my fortunes at contract bridge in the after- 
noon. Luncheon at Marge Boothby’s, where sixteen 
women were gathered, with a filet mignon for each of 
them, almost vulgar display on Marge’s part, methought, 
but I did credit it to a pardonable exuberance for having 
quitted a hospital cot at the first news of the market’s 
rise to sell stocks which she had considered lost forever. 
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And Maisie Arkwright did tell me 
of two effeminate youths who, 
marooned in the middle of the street 
by a change in the traffic lights, 
were roundly and profanely be- 
labored by a brutish truck driver, 
and how one of them had shinnied 
up the side of the truck, dragged the blasphemer from 
his seat, and given him a good thrashing, and, after 
brushing the dust from his clothes, rejoined his com- 
panion, who asked, “Why Clarence, whatever made you 
do such a thing?” To which Clarence did respond, “I 
honestly don’t know. I suppose it was just the tomboy 
in me coming out.” 


| passage 18.—Awake betimes, reluctant to com- 
mence the task for which I had set the alarm clock, 
and was minded of the ailing Negro, who, pressed by 
the chirurgeon for his symptoms, quoth, “I dunno. I 
eats all right, and I sleeps all right. But when I sees a 
little work, I goes all of a tremble.” But to my labours 
nevertheless, finishing them in time to lunch with some 
of my cronies at Lydia Loomis’, where Babs Moffatt 
went into such elaborate and painful detail about the 
apparel she has ordered that some of us did jealously 
question her forehandedness, asking her how she knew 
she would live until Spring, whereupon she quoth, “Why 
not? I always have.” One woman from the provinces, 
defending Prohibition whilst guzzling Lydia’s delicious 
wine cup, did speak of the visible inebriety prevalent be- 
fore the Eighteenth Amendment, causing Marge Booth- 
by to confide that she had never seen any drunkenness 
until after the law was passed, and to add that one of 
the keenest compliments which can be paid some of 
one’s best friends these days is to mention that they 
were all right when they came in, forasmuch as a jag, 
like a woman’s tears, seems less offensive if its acquisition 
is witnessed. Then we did fall to playing a game called 
Honest Confession, in which secret weaknesses for 
which we blush to ourselves are given publicity, and 
many feigned difficulty in summoning to mind aught 
sufficiently scandalous to be an acceptable contribution, 
but Lord! I was at no pains at all to think of twenty, 
and when my turn came I did admit that I do not wash 
my ears for two days after my hair has been marcelled. 
But we did all agree that Lizzie Tripp was the most 
reprehensible, since she did own to a habit of stealing 
postage from guest room desks. Home betimes, and 
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“Good Lord! And I’m due back at the office tomorrow!” 


my servant Virgie, lighting the lamps for me, did ask if 
I had noticed that the electricity seemed dimmer than 
of yore, an observation so gloomy that I could do nought 
but enjoin her to wash the bulbs more frequently. To 
dinner at the Tracys, and when we were halfway there, 
Sam bethought himself of going back for a flashlight, 
forasmuch as he has never been able to see his food since 
Ethel redid her dining-room along the dim lines of the 
Renaissance, but I did remind him that the little he 
would get to eat in that house would not hurt him, what- 
ever it might. be. 


Spgs 19.—Lay late, pondering Carlyle’s defini- 
tion of happiness, which is a clear, decided activity 
in a sphere for which by nature and by circumstance 
one has been fitted and appointed, and how I am fitted 
for many things by nature to which my circumstances 
have not appointed me, one of them, at the moment, 
being a cruise in Southern waters on a palatial yacht. 
So fell to reading Logan Clendening’s “The Care and 
Feeding of Adults”, overjoyed with his laissez faire 
philosophy, and I did cite to Samuel, who is forever 
beseeching me to walk through the town with him, that 
Joseph Chamberlain said the only exercise a gentleman 
needed was to walk downstairs to his carriage in the 
morning and upstairs to his bed at night, whereupon 
the wretch did remind me that Joseph Chamberlain was 


paralyzed throughout his last years. Moreover, I was so 
impressed and cheered by Dr. Clendening’s remarks on 
weight reduction that I did order grape jelly and a pork 
chop for my breakfast, and when Katie brought in my 
tray, she did confide that the grocer’s new delivery boy 
was so tall that if he fell down he would be halfway 
back to his shop. Up and did on my claret etamine, and so 
to pick up Cal Ingalls for luncheon, stopping in her 
nursery to find her little boy battling gamely with his 
three sisters on the matter of sex superiority, and when 
all other arguments failed him, he did calmly ask them 
to match Jesus Christ and Santa Claus from their fe- 
male cohorts. And Cal did tell me how she had recently 
entered her brother’s drawing-room to find there one of 
his Bowery protégés, who, ill at ease and at a loss for 
small talk, had offered to wager her ten dollars that he 
could lift the piano. A fine meal at a publick, of a 
poached egg on an artichoke heart, with asparagus tips 
on the side and Hollandaise over all, and I did order an 
extra boat of the sauce to pour on my potatoes bataille, 
thanks to the Clendening influence. Cal, regarding me 
gravely, did vouchsafe that it was difficult for her to 
credit a statement I had made earlier in the day to the 
effect that I could never bring myself to economize on 
servants, since I had liefer have a water biscuit passed 
me on a salver than a Lucullan feast which I was obliged 
to prepare myself. 
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Travel is so Broadening 

















F the Angel Gabriel, the Archangel Michael, or some 
| other exalted personage in whom the people of this 
world had confidence would come along and give us 
all a steer it might at this time be acceptable. Folks are 
running to and fro in the earth, wondering what should 
be done next and who to get to do it. Politics hereabouts 
were never so fluid. A large proportion of the voters do 
not know who they want for President nor what they 
want him to do if they get him. Neither do they know 
what is going on in the world, what are the limits, if any, 
of the ruction raised in Shanghai by the Japanese, what 
will finally come of that disturbance and how far it may 
ultimately involve these wary States. 

Then these measures which Mr. Hoover has 
started and which at this writing seem to have stimulated 
the stock market—are they sound or are they unsound? 
Is the big loan to re-establish credit a form of inflation, 
and if so, will it be bad for us in the end? What every 
voter wants is return of employment. He does not want 
so many mourners going about the streets looking for 
food, clothes, shelter and work. He understands that; he 
can see it; but how to remedy it he does not understand at 
all, being in that respect in very much the same condition 
as most of the experts. 

Walter Lippmann says what we have to choose 
is whether we propose that the United States is sufficient 
unto itself and can afford to go it alone, or whether we 
wish to continue to trade with outsiders. If that is the 
great issue it might be threshed out in the conventions. 
But, of course, it won’t be and the best we can hope is 
that when we vote we shall know from the candidates 
whether we are voting to go it alone or to live on terms 
of give and take with the rest of mankind. 


LFRED SMITH has disclosed to the public that he 
will accept the nomination for the Presidency if it 

is offered him but he says he will make no effort to get it. 
That is all right and matches another thing he 

said, that no one could tell what the issue would be in 
the coming campaign. All things considered, it is de- 
sirable that neither the candidate nor the issue for either 
party should be a foregone conclusion as soon as this. 
A vast deal is going on in this world at this time. 

Mr. Hoover seems to have come to problems that are bet- 
ter suited to his experience than those he has had to meet 
heretofore. He got no great credit in the first two years 
of his administration. The first eight months of it there 
was the stock market boom which he seemed to think was 
normal and did nothing to check. Then there came the 
collapse, and he and his advisors guessed wrong about 
that in supposing that it was temporary, and there fol- 
lowed the Depression, which was not palliated by any- 


What to Do and Who to Do It? . .. Short Selling ... Tools of Way 


by E. S. Martin 











thing they could do and went steadily from bad to worse. 
Now he seems to have realized fully what the situation 
is and what we are in for, and is doing the best he knows 
how with the cooperation of Congress to get us out 
of the hole. 

About the worst thing he did was to sign the 
tariff bill, but he was not really to blame for the boom, 
though he could not see that it was a disease, and was 
not to blame for its collapse. He had plenty of com. 
pany from high finance in being foolish. But now Mr. 
Hoover knows what has happened and is doing all he 
can to find remedies and has got seven months in which 
to demonstrate that it will be wiser to go on with him 
than to swap to someone else. 


T is a fact plain enough that whereas measures 

to cure the depression would likewise make for 
rises in the stock markets, there are groups of people 
who see their interest not in bettering stock market 
prices but in depressing them. These persons sell the 
market short, a practice which in moderation seems to 
be wholesome but when it is undertaken by predatory 
characters with large resources is not wholesome at all. 
To break a market trying to improve is like kicking a 
sick dog, and the reason why it can be done at all is 
that stocks which are sold can be borrowed for delivery. 
That means that when someone buys stock hoping for 
a rise in the market the stocks that he buys on a margin 
can be loaned to other persons for use in depressing the 
market. The brokers find their profit in selling stocks 
as much as in buying them and are ready to do what 
their customers order. 

There has been so much talk and scandal about 
these proceedings on the short side that the Stock 
Exchange, with the fear of the Lord before it (the 
one in Washington), has put out new rules about the 
loan of stocks to shorts, providing that brokers cannot 
loan stocks without the consent of the owners. How 
the rules will work is not for any layman to predict, but 
the rule of the stock market is “dog eat dog” anyhow. 
When the Bulls had it all their own way in 1929 the 
result was finally immensely disastrous to the public. 
When the Bears have it all their own way that is apt 
to be disastrous also. One of the great rules of life is 
Nothing Too Much, and it is to bring Wall Street back 
to a realization of that maxim that the new Stock Ex 
change rules have been issued. 


ROPOSALS at the Disarmament Congress run 4 

good deal to details. Various countries would favor 

prohibition of poison gas, submarines, caterpillars and 
(Continued on page 61) 
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> MAO OMAOS 


Negative Inferences 


O succeed at Contract one must 
learn to do two things accurately. 


One 


convey correct inferences to ones part- 


must learn so to bid as to 
ner; and one must learn to draw correct 
inferences from the bids of partner and 
adversary. As each successive bid is made 
a picture of card distribution frames it- 
self in one’s mind; to begin with, the 
landscape, so to speak, is a blur; but as 
the bidding proceeds its details emerge 
in a stronger and stronger light. 

Now the inferences that one will draw 
are of two kinds: positive and negative. 
If my partner opens the bidding with 
one of a suit, I draw at once the infer- 
ence that he has either four cards in 
that suit headed by 1% honor-tricks, or 
five cards headed by at least Q J, or 
more cards of the suit than five. This is 
a little bie of the distribution picture 
which I shall know more about later on. 
If I open the bidding in a major suit, 
and my partner supports me, I know 
that he has at least either Q x x of my 
suit (or better) or four, or more, small 
cards. And so on. 

But negative inferences are not less 
important. By negative inferences I mean 
inferences, not as to what is held, but 
as to what is not held. For example, if 
I open the bidding with one of a suit and 
my partner bids one notrump, I know 
that he does not hold supporting strength 
in my suit. Or again, if he opens with 
one notrump, I know that he has not a 
biddable suit, since he will not bid no- 
trump if he has a suit to show me. 

Here is a hand which admirably illus- 
trates the value of negative inferences: 
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contract bridce 


by 


ELY CULBERTSON 


At the score, North-South, 
West-Easr, 0. 


West dealt the hand, as follows: 


game; 





a — 
A-9-8-4-2 
10-9.7-5 

# 10-9.6-3 


N & A-J-10-4 
V J-10-6-5 

| O J-6-4-2 
* J 


A 9-8-6-5-2 
2Q 

AK 
oe A-K-8-7-5 











EST opened the bidding with one 
notrump, a shaded bid, North and 

East passed, South doubled. West 
passed, North bid two hearts and South 
now bid three clubs. North, with 6 sup- 
porting club tricks, raised the bidding 
to five clubs, and South, satisfied from 
this bidding that North had the Ace of 
hearts, strong clubs and one spade at the 
outside, ventured on the Small Slam. 
East doubled speculatively on his Ace 
of spades and his partner’s opening bid. 

West opened with the King of spades 
and South made his contract. He ruffed 
the first trick in Dummy, led a diamond, 
ruffed a second spade, led another dia- 
mond, and then ruffed a third spade. He 
next led the Ace of hearts from Dummy, 
ruffed a second heart in his own hand, 
and gave Dummy yet another ruff in 
spades. The rest, of course, was easy; 
the thirteenth spade was established in 
South’s hand and all he could lose was 
the Queen of clubs. 

When the hand was over, an onlooker 
said to South: 

“Surely you took a great risk in rufing 
a fourth round of spades. Would it not 
have been better to play for an even 
division of the clubs?” 


“Not at all”, answered South. “The 
way I played it my contract was prac- 
tically certain. The other line of play 
was speculative and, in point of fact, 
would have failed. I should have lost one 
spade trick and the Queen of clubs.” 

“But how do you mean,” proceeded the 
enquirer, “that making your contract 
was certain?” 

“Because”, said South, “I knew from 
the bidding that West had not five 
spades. The lead of the King made it 
certain that he held the Queen; and 
with a fifth spade to the K Q, his Open- 
ing bid would have been one spade in- 
stead of one notrump. I knew also that 
East had not five spades, as with five 
to the A J 10 he would have bid two 
spades over the notrump. I thus deduced 
that there were four spades in each hand 
and that I could safely make every one 
of Dummy’s trumps.” 

Simple enough, when one explains it; 
but an excellent example, all the same, 
of how negative inference should be 
utilized. 


The Month’s Pointer 


The Negative Two Notrump over a 
Forcing Two-bid. 
An opening bid of two in a suit shows: 


(1) A biddable suit. 


(2) Five honor-tricks in three suits at 
least, or even 5% honor-tricks where 
there is a notrump type of distribution. 


The Opening Hand is thus an ex- 
ceptionally strong one. 

The Opening bid of two “obligates” 
a response. If partner has less strength 
than 1 honor-trick—what is usually called 
a “bust”—or if he has only 1 honor-trick 
and no biddable suit, he must respond 
with two notrump. 

There is no danger whatever in such a 
bid. The Opening Hand is so strong 
that the original Declarer, knowing from 
the two notrump response that his part- 
ner has no support for him, can safely be 
left to deal with the situation. 
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SONNY AND PATRICIA 
Spring Practice 
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e Personal Gossip e 


— MiLesTONE has a habit of 
making good pictures. Recently I 
was discussing this peculiarity with him 
and made particular reference to “All 
Quiet” and “Front Page.” Lewis said, 
“The answer is simple, once you get the 
boys with the money sold on the idea. I 
rehearse my casts from ten days to two 
weeks before I let them look at a camera. 
This costs plenty, but by that time they 
know what I want them to do so thor- 
oughly that we can breeze through the 
actual shooting.” Quite obviously Mr. 
Milestone’s method reduces the number 
of re-takes and cuts down mechanical 
costs . . . and the expert work of his 
players proves the value of the long 
rehearsal period. 

Sincerely trusting you will not think 
I am trying to be funny I say that this 
method may prove to be a milestone in 


the movie industry. 
. * . 

()- O. McINTyYReE started something 

when he denied the that 

Rin-Tin-Tin was to be featured in a 

picture with his favorite actress, HELEN 

Twelvetrees. A few nights after Mr. 


report 


MclIntyre’s statement appeared in print I 
saw Irvin Coss and he said that if the 
rumor was true it was only natural to eXx- 
pect that the lead opposite Miss Twelve- 
trees would be given to Guy Bates 
Post. As further tips to the casting 
Laura La 
Mar 


correspondent 


director may I 
Plante and the 
Busch? My 


cables a recommendation for an actor 


suggest 
old favorite, 
foreign 


named Stepcywcz—who is a POLE. 
And as for a title, why not “The Tree 
Musketeer”? Let’s see now. Is there any- 
thing more? . . . No, I’m stumped. 
« . . 
Pyss aD Nacew has been attracting 
large enthusiastic audiences with his 
round of personal appearances in the 
East. And what an asset he is to the 
movie industry. Clean-cut, modest, intelli- 
gent, Conrad brings an air of dignity and 
gentility to a business that is just be- 
ginning to recognize these qualities as 
points worthy of exploitation. 


HEY tell this one on a Goldwyn 

official. He met Max Gorpon, pro- 
ducer of the stage success, “The Band 
Wagon”, on a party one night and said, 
“Mr. Gordon, I want to tell you I never 
enjoyed a show more than your revue, 
‘The Bandbox’.” “Well,” replied Max, 
“I want you to know that I never en- 
joyed any movie more than I did your 
‘Arrowroot’!” 


L bwaad to a dinner party given for 
EpmMuND Lowe and LILYAN 
TASHMAN. Also present was Schuyler 
White, who played in a stock company 
with Eddie years ago. There is usually 
a story when troupers get together, and 
here’s this one: 

It was in Washington, and the play 
was “The Right To Strike.” During re- 
hearsal Edmund was forced to undergo 
an operation, but, against the doctor’s 
orders, he pulled himself together with a 
couple of extra bandages and appeared 
opening night. 

The big dramatic moment came in 
a scene between the two brothers, played 
by Eddie and Schuyler. At the climax 
of the scene Schuyler was supposed to 
faint, Eddie was supposed to catch him in 
his arms and say, “Brother, brother! 
For God’s sake speak to me!” Everything 
was going slick until Schuyler, who 
weighed about a hundred and eighty, 
went into his swoon, and Eddie, sudden- 
ly remembering his incision, stepped aside 
and let him hit the floor. Eddie knelt 
quickly over him, took his head in 
his arms and cried, “Brother, Brother! 
For God’s sake speak to me!”. . . . and 
Schuyler, half-stunned, opened his eyes 
slowly and said in a loud, clear voice, 
“Why didn’t you catch me, you— —so- 
and-so!” 


ALKING to Butre Dove at a 
party given for Lestre Howarp. 
She is one of the few women who deserve 
the word gorgeous. The screen doesn’t 
half do her justice. There were streaks 
(Continued on page 50) 





* Current Films * 
(Pictures marked [x] not suitable for 
children.) 


“SHANGHAI EXPRESS” 

Type. Drama of Chinese revolution. 

Cast. Marlene Dietrich, Clive Brook, Warner 
Oland, Anna May Wong, Eugene Pallette, 
Credits. Marlene and the folks do expert 
jobs, but the palm goes to Director Josef 
von Sternberg and Photographer Lee Garmes, 


Comment, Authentic atmosphere on train 
and in Chinese settings, with Dietrich’s quiet, 
penetrating glamour, makes this film interest. 
ing far beyond the potential merit of the 
story and dialog. Mr. Garmes’ shot of the 
train pulling into a station at daybreak ranks 
with the most artistic movie photography of 
all time. 


Decision. Yes. 





“EMMA” 

Type. Glorifying the Mother-Love Instinct. 
Cast. Marie Dressler, Jean Hersholt, Richard 
Cromwell, Purnell Pratt. 

Credits, Marie’s usual excellent performance, 
and Clarence Brown’s usual fine direction. 
Support good. 

Comment, If honest sob-stuff means box- 
office success (which is an accepted fact in 
the industry) this one should go big. 


Decision. Yes. 





“WAYWARD” 

Type. Show Girl-Country Gent Romance. 
Cast. Nancy Carroll, Richard Arlen, Pauline 
Frederick. 

Credits. The cast—for good performance 
under difficulties. 

Comment. Nancy’s current “Broken Lullaby” 
and Richard’s recent “Touchdown” prove the 
real ability of these two attractive performers 
—flashes of which overcome many of “Way- 
ward’s” objectionable features, and, together 
with Miss Frederick’s work, make the film 
passable entertainment. Small individual bits 
—such as Nancy’s scene with the little girl 
she is teaching music—carry the picture. 
Decision. YES for the cast-—NO for dialog, 


direction and mechanics. 





“THE HATCHET MAN” 

Type. Drama of Chinese tong war. 

Cast. Edward G. Robinson, Loretta Young, 
Dudley Digges, Leslie Fenton. 

Credits, Excellently acted, staged and di- 
rected. 

Comment, Title and presence of Robinson 
lead you to anticipate more action than film 
affords. Interesting, but don’t expect frequent 
goosebumps. One amazing line: Chinese 
racketeer threatened with death by Hatchet 
Man exclaims (and seriously), “You cannot 
take the law into your own hands. . . this 
is America!” 

Decision. Yes. 


(Continued on page 50) 
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nd di- Beginning: The Great Rebus Murder Mystery?! 


ybinson 

n film ERE in the simple, fascinating picture-language of with the one in the henhouse), calls her overwrought. 

equent . ° P ° 8 P s s . : & 

. prehistoric man begins a tale of hate, horror and Nevertheless, investigation shows that Rose 1s on the 
right scent, for in the barnyard they come upon the bul- 


_nuinese 
we bloodshed. There is a murder on this page—can you get 
ra it? We find the lovely Rose Davenport calling her sweet- let-riddled form of good old Timothy Davenport. Later, 
heart Jack’s attention to a strange light in the henhouse detectives cast suspicious glances at Jack, but admit 
few if any clues. Plainly 
(Continued on page 54) 


late from a BPOE dance. Jack (John that the cruel slayer has left 


when they return 
Armstrong) makes light of her fears (not to be confused 
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Ex-truckmen hunt big game 








getoutyourpencilheressome puzzles 




















It seems a farmer died, left some land to 5 sons. To 
one went 4 of the land, which is marked off. The other 
4 receive what is left, in plots of equal size and equal 
shape. What shape were they left in? 











This is easy. ... 
Here are 5 
squares. Take 
away three sides 
of individual 
squares, any three 
sides, and have 
three squares left 

. No more, no 














less. 








This one should be done with matches. Note that the 
top, bottom and sides of the rectangle add up to 5 
matches, any way you look. . . . (Across the middle 
doesn’t count). Now, take 4 more matches . . . and s0 
place them, at points where there are already one or 
more matches, that the top, bottom and sides of the 
rectangle will still add up to 5. 


Solutions in LIFE for May 
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DISCRIMINATING PEOPLE 


It is a noteworthy fact that those fortu- 
nate people with good taste, and the 
means to gratify it, have singled out the 
new Chevrolet Six for their approval. 
rhe reasons are not difficult to find, for 
the new Chevrolet has everything they 
naturally insist upon in a personal car. 
Its Fisher bodies are so smartly styled 
and finished that they show to advantage 


even alongside expensive custom cars. 








Interiors have the charm that only fine, 
beautifully tailored upholsteries and 
modishly designed fittings can confer. 
Lounge-type seats, finger-touch adjust- 
able driver’s seat, quick, silent Syncro- 
Mesh gear-shifting combined with Free 
Wheeling, and easily-worked controls 
assure restful comfort and relaxation 
while driving. And the fast, smooth, and 


quiet six-cylinder engine brings you to the 











HAVE MADE THIS CAR THE VOGUE 


end of the longest journey without a hint 

of nervous fatigue. In fact, the more you 

think about it, the more logical it is that 

the new Chevrolet Six should become the 

vogue in smart personal transportation. 
= . . 


Twenty distinctive models priced as low as $475, 
f.o. b. Flint, Michigan. Special equipment extra. 
Low delivered prices and easy G. M. A. C. terms. 
Chevrolet Motor Company, Detroit, Michigan 


Division of General Motors. 


NEW 
CHEVROLET 
SIX 
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Our foolish contemporaries 





“There you go—you've sent the 20th Century to Montreal again.” 
Harvard Lampoon 
By permission of College Humor 





Get your slice of this 


°25,000! 


464 cash prizes this month for “blurbs” 


ae 
1 Here are the prizes for 
| 


in all! 
each month—464 m all’ 
best Coigate For best Palmo 
si: “plurbs” 








WELL JOE-HERE GOES 
FOR A REAL SHAVE. I'VE 
EXPERIMENTEO WITH 
SHAVING CREAMS FOR 
lO YEARS,AND IVE NEVER 
FOUND A LATHER THAT 
STANDS UP ON THE FACE 
LIKE PALMOLIVE'S 


YEAH? SHOW ME 
A BETTER SHAVING 
CREAM THAN COLGATE's! 
IT GETS RIGHT DOWN 
WHERE THE RAZOR 
WHACKS ‘EM OFF— 
RIGHT AT TH’ 
SKIN LINE! 


sie another big “blurb” contest, men. Another 
chance to win some real money! 

Listen to Joe and Al! Nothing will ever convince Al 
there’s a better shaving cream than Palmolive. Noth- 
ing will ever sell Joe off Colgate’s! 

Millions of men are like Joe and Al. That’s the 
kind of loyalty that has put Colgate’s and Palmolive 
miles ahead in a field of 176 competing brands—made 
them the world’s biggest sellers by far. 

Where do you stand in this big Colgate’s vs. 
Palmolive argument? That’s what we want to know. 

Here’s what you do. In ONE of the empty “blurb” 
spaces (not both) at the right (or on a sheet of paper) 
help Joe out—or help Al Out. If you’re a Palmolive 
shaver, write a boost for Palmolive. If you use 
Colgate’s, write a “blurb” in favor of Colgate’s. We're 
offering big money for the best “blurbs” sent to us. 
Just “horn in” on the argument—and may the best 
“blurbs” win. 


CONTEST RULES 





MAYBE $0,AL- BLT 
TAKE A LOOK! THERE'S 
WHAT Y’CALL A CLOSE 
SMOOTH SHAVE-GooD 
FOR ALL DAY. NOTHIN' 
LIKE COLGATE'S — 
NOTHIN / 


AND ANOTHER THING= 
I'M TELLING You THERE'S 
SOMETHING To THIS OLIVE OIL 
BUSINESS. NOTHING LIKE 
PALMOLIVE FOR KEEPING 
TH'OLD FACE FEELIN’ FINE 


WRITE YOUR ‘“‘BLURB’’ HERE, MEN! 
Get some of that $25,000 


What can you Palmolive users say to help Al out? Or what can you Colgate 
shavers add to Joe's side of the argument? If you don’t use either, start 
now and take a shot at real money. 


Palmolive Users Colgate Users 








PALMOLIVE COLGATE’S 


1. Multipliesitselfinlather250times. 1. Breaks up oil film that covers each 


Mail your “blurb” with name and ad- 
dress to Contest Editors, Dept. E-4, 
P.O. Box 1133, Chicago, Ill. Residents 
of Canada, address: 64 Natalie Street, 
Toronto, 8. 

The prize money (totaling $25,000) 
is divided into 6 sets of monthly prizes 
(each set totaling $4200). At the end of 
each month prizes are awarded (see list 
above) for the best “blurbs” received 
during that month, as follows: 

Feb. 29 . $4200 Mar. 31 . $4200 

April 30 . $4200 May 31 . $4200 

June 30 . $4200 July 31 . $4200 
(Contest closes July 31, 1932) 


Contest is open only to residents of 
the United States and Canada. Em- 
ployes of the manufacturers and their 
families are not eligible to compete. 

In event of a tie, each tying contes- 
tant will be awarded full amount of the 
prize tied for. Decision of the judges 
shall be final. 


Some hints to help you win 


At the right are some facts about the 
world’s two largest selling shaving 
creams—Colgate’s and Palmolive. Here 
are some of the reasons why men pre- 
fer these famous shaving creams. 


2. Softens the beard in one minute. hair. 

3. Maintains its creamy fullness for 
10 minutes. 

4. Fine after-effects due to olive oil 
content. 


the base of the beard. 
3. Gives close, skin-line shave. 
4. Gives lasting, 24-hour shave. 


Name 


2. Small bubbles soften each hair at 








In case you're one of the few who 
do not use either Colgate’s or 





Palmolive, they're for sale every- Address 
where. Or—send coupon for gen- 
erous free samples of both. Mail 
coupon to Dept. 63, P. O. Box 
1133, Chicago, Ill. (In Canada: . 
to 64 Natalie Street, Toronto). Dealer's Name 
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id you make the final payment on the car today?” 
t ” : 


“N 
bd J . ’ - . »aae . Ld - , * > ” 
“W ell don’t!” You didn’t know the music, and I didn’t know the words. 


as 











PRO FF. 20 0 KS Singin’ the Blues 
o [ RCU S A ie pos rot aes 


Of lace and cheap satin, she weaves o’er the floor. 
ein. Ri Iv’ry-white pallor, 

_ Little “high yaller” 
Giving the patrons the songs they adore. 


Thighs all aquiver, 
Shoulders that shiver, 
Muscles not used since Rome was a child 
Leap as she dances, 
Whirls and advances. 
Rhythm of ages: Call of the wild. 
. 
Pasty-faced patrons, 
W aiters in aprons 
Sway \to her rhythm and tap with their shoes. 
Softly intoning, 
Throatily moaning, 
Little “high yaller” who’s singin’ the blues. 


—Malcolm Anderson. 











“Carry any protection?” 

















Don’t go 
Smoke-Sour! 


SMOKE...AND KEEP MOUTH-HAPPY! 











Don’t hold back on your cigarettes. 


Don’t let your mouth go smoke-sour. 


Don’t worry about smoke-hangover. 
e oD 


Simply...smoke Spuds in the heavy sessions. 
e 


Smoke all you want of Spuds. Your mouth remains 





always moist-cool and comfortably clean. That’s 
mouth-happiness, the grand new freedom in old- 


fashioned tobacco enjoyment. 


MENTHOL-COOLED CIGARETTES - 20 FOR 20c 


(30c IN CANADA) - THE AXTON-FISHER TOBACCO CO., INC., LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKY 





Only three weeks of travel... 


but a lifetime of 


happy memories 


pees has Paris been so bright and spar- 
+% kling ...so varied in moods and offer- 
ings, so charming in vivaciousness, so rich 


! 


and wholesome in humanities! Nowhere 


is civilized living so cheap in dollars! 


Open your ears to the siren-call of French 
Line ships, as they slip serenely down the 
bay and out into the sea-lanes that lead 
to France. 


These luxurious vessels have a distinction 
of their own that attracts distinguished 
travelers, regardless of whether the cost be 
high or low. No matter what French Line 
ship you sail on, you will never suffer the 
feeling of a first-class mind in a lower-class 
environment. 


There is expertness in French seamanship 
of long tradition . . . perfect skill in the 
service you receive ... delicious French 
food par excellence . . . congenial compan- 
ionship! Everything is beautifully ordered 
for your happiness from the moment you 
leave your taxi at Pier 57, in New York, 
until you step ashore at Le Havre. 

And if your journey’s end is England, re- 
member French Line ships bring you direct 


to Plymouth. 


Ask any travel agent about First or Tour- 
ist Class passage on French Line Express 
steamers. Or, inquire of us direct: The 
French Line, 19 State St., New York City. 


French Line foe 


——— Tlede France, April8, April 30 © Lafayette, 





De Grasse, April 5, May 10 @ 


Paris, May 14 * 


April 16, May 21 ¢ 





Rochambeau, March 26 ¢ France, 


April 22 (West Indies Cruise, April 8) —— 
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Personal Gossip 
(Continued from page 42) 


of grey in her hair. No wonder, when 
you consider some of the parts she has 
had to struggle with recently. Billie has 
three great assets . . . a grand smile, a 
swell sense of humor and a handshake 
that is one of the kind you remember. 


ERE’S one that happened at a 

= Hollywood conference. A certain 
Big Shot, who called the meeting, was all 
excited. “Gentlemen,” he said, “I got a 
great idea for a picture. In the first scene 
the hero opens a letter addressed to the 
woman he loves, and—” “ 
sir,” politely interrupted a Polite Inter- 
rupter. “We couldn’t do that, sir.” “Why 
not?” snapped the Big Shot. “Well-er- 
after all, sir. Opening other people’s mail 
..«and Our Hero at that! Pu-leeze, sir! I 
mean to say that opening a letter belong- 
ing to another is, well—really not being 
done.” “Details,” groaned the B. S. tear- 
ing his hair. “Always details! All right 
then . . . make it a postcard!” 


( saenea FirzMAURICE and his wife, | 


the former DiANA KANE (two of | 


Hollywood’s most charming people) were 
in New York during the showing of 
“Mata Hari”, which George directed. 
One evening Mr. and Mrs. Messmore 
Kendall gave them a dinner, and under 


the influence of the Kendall hospitality | 


(than which there is nothing more pleas- 

antly disarming in New York) George 

grew reminiscent about the early days 

of the movies and suddenly confessed 

to a deed which, until this time, had been 

a closely guarded secret of his past... 
George wrote “THe Perits or Paut- 
~~ 


INE. 
. . . 


AND INCIDENTALLY .. . Greta 
GarsBo tipped a bellboy in the Scr. 
Moritz hotel a quarter—and he went 
right out and spent it. I know be- 
cause I tried to get it him. 
... Lew Copy was once invited to have 
lunch with Coolidge when he was presi- 
dent but couldn’t accept—because he was 
. . Lawrence Tippett 


from 


on a diet. 


was an overnight guest of President | 


Hoover and liked the commodious White 
House beds so well that he ordered sev- 
eral of the large square frames for his own 
home. ... (They furnish wide beds for 


the President’s domicile, Lawrence, to 


take care of the tossing and tumbling 
that goes with the job). . . . ROLAND | 


YOUNG is an accomplished cartoonist— 
but never uses the Mother-In-Law gag 
—his M-I-L is CLare KuMMER who 
wrote his most successful stage plays. 





Just a moment, | 





Current Films 
(Continued from page 42) 


“LOVERS COURAGEOUS” 

Type. Rich Girl-Poor Playwright Romance, 
Cast, Robert Montgomery, Madge Evans, 
Roland Young. 

Credits, Robert is good, but .. . 
Comment. He will need all of his fan support 
to make this one pay. Author Frederick Lons. 
dale tries to cover his obvious, hokum plot 
with a flock of smart conversation, but the 
disguise doesn’t work. 

Decision. No. 


“LADY WITH A PAST” (x) 

Type. Man-shy Girl hires Worldly Man to 
teach her about life. 

Cast, Constance Bennett, Ben Lyon, David 
Manners, Albert Conti. 

Credits. Constance, for her fine screen man- 
ners and swell clothes; Ben for his engaging, 
breezy comedy; the supporting cast for really 
supporting; and E. H. Griffith’s direction. 
Comment, Ben is so likeable that you may 
resent the romantic conclusion . . . in fact he 
is the film’s best asset. 





Decision. Yes. 


“THE MAN WHO PLAYED GOD” 
Type. Hardened God-hater changed by trick 
of fate. 
Cast. George Arliss, Violet Heming, Ivan 
Simpson, Bette Davis. 
Credits. Arliss gives his usual flawless show. 
Simpson also excellent. 
Comment, Difficult to accept Arliss as ro- 
mantic material despite wordy explanations 
and his smart playing of the role. Action 
slow until it reaches the big idea which is this: 
Famous pianist becomes deaf and turns God- 
hater . . . learns to read lips . . . discovers 
miseries of others by reading lips of people 
in neighboring park by means of binoculars 
. subsequent charitable deeds bring change 
of heart. 
Decision. Yes, (But not up to the high Arliss 
standard.) 


“FIREMAN SAVE MY CHILD” 

Type. Comedy of Fireman-Baseball Player. 
Cast. Joe E. Brown, Evalyn Knapp, Guy 
Kibbe. 

Credits. Joe will amuse your whole family, 
especially the kids. Kibbe helps a lot—in fact 
he is the only one in the cast who does. 
Comment, I was convinced Mr. Brown was 
a very funny comedian until I saw this one, 
and apologize for thinking it. 

Decision. Yes. 


“THE SILENT WITNESS” (x) 

Type. Murder Mystery. 

Cast. Lionel Atwill, Greta Nissen, Bramwell 
Fletcher, Weldon Héyburn, Billy Bevan. 
Credits. Atwill’s gripping performance puts 
this over just as it did the stage play of the 
same name. Support good. 

Comment. Public’s comparative unfamiliarity 
with Atwill’s dramatic work may bring less 
patronage than this film deserves. Greta con- 
tinues to improve steadily as a talkie actress. 











Decision. Yes. 


FAIRLY GOOD ONES... 

“THe Greeks Hap a Worp FoR 
Tuem,” “Hewwt’s House,” “Say 
OF THE SUBWAYS.” 


AND DON’T SEE... 

“Murpers IN THE Rue Morcvue,” 
“Nice Women,” “Sue WANTED A 
MILuLionare,” “PRESTIGE.” 
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Kindly Omit Bees 


the Hotel Statler today.” 
—New York Times. 


Michael A. Barrett, Esq., 
73 Brookhill Road, 
Milton, Mass. 





Dear Sir: 

Since you checked out yesterday 
morning we have rounded up 37 
more bees, which we are holding for 
you in a cracker box. While the Stat- 
ler Hotels are desirous of rendering 
extraordinary service, we must, here- 
after, draw the line on all poisonous 
insects. I spent the entire morning 
running through the lobby with 
bunches of clover trying to lure your 
bees into their hive. 

Mr. Wendel, one of our regular 
patrons, went out of here this morn- 
ing with a badly swollen face after 
Miss Nack, our coatroom girl, help- 
ed him into his overcoat. Part of 
your swarm had evidently started 
building a honeycomb in his left 
sleeve, much to his discomfort. 

Miss Nack is so afraid of a repeti- 
tion of yesterday’s performance that 
she’s listening to every parcel before 
checking it. (She still has a derby 
hat left over from last night that 
emits a buzzing sound whenever she 
goes near it.) 

Miss Swearengen has just phoned 
down that a hive has been started in 
the linen room on the fourth floor. 
As a matter of fact, I can see a swarm 
of drones busily engaged in carrying 
pollen from the florist’s shop into 
our credit department, right here 
from my office. 

Of course, we’ve got to burn sul- 
phur in the main ballroom before the 
Club meeting tomorrow 
noon, and I’m on pins and needles 
every time a guest comes to the desk 
to register for fear he'll get stung 
before we can accommodate him. 
_Ttrust you will understand my po- 
sition in this matter, Mr. Barrett. 
Business is bad, sir—but not so bad 
that we have to turn the Statler Ho- 
tel into a bee hive. 






Rotary 


Yours truly, 


Jack Cluett 
Asst. Manager 


“Two hundred and fifty bees caused 


eneral consternation and anguish in 


Shiver my Whiskers! 
Ingram’s Shaves are 
COOL! 
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THE 2 INGRAM BARBERS « TERRY TUBE OR JERRY JAR 


WAB your chin with Ingram’s 

Cool Shaving Cream! Shave those 
barnacles off your prow with never a 
scratch and never a sting! 

For when it comes to the cool and 
comfortable salvaging of whiskers, it’s 
yo-ho-ho and a jar (or a tube) of In- 
gram’s every time. To port or starboard 
or smack across your bowsprit, it’s 

cool! Cooli!! COOL!!! 
No need zo apply “after-shaves”’ and face 
lotions when you've come to Ingram’s. 
Its rich lather does the duty of a shaving 
cream, a face tonic, and a lotion, all in 
one. It tones the skin before, during, 
and after the razor work. And it’s always 
cool and refreshing, leaving your face 
wonderfully smooth and comfortable. 


INGRAM’S 
Shaving Cream 


IN TUBES 
OR JARS! 






Whether you buy Ingram’s in the 
handy tube or in the economical jar, 
it contains three special ingredients. 
They make it different from all other 
shaving creams. They treat your 
face to shaves as soothing as shaves 
can be! 

Get Ingram’s in either one of its 
two famous containers, tube or jar. 
Both are loaded to the cap with the 
same cool cream. Or first try ten cool 
shaves at our expense. Clip the 
coupon below and 
mail it in! 
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SPEAKING OF THE 
WORLD’S MOST 
FAMOUS TRAIN 


appreciate the fame of the “FLYING 
i“ the moment you step aboard 
ss Station, London, and sink into 


mfort. A superb train of modern 





ts Lovis XVI restaurant car, bar- 
j its excellent cuisine prepared 
tric kitchen, The 


f seeing this Engl 


e is no more fas- 
ind of ours 
lows of this fam 
te passes through a countryside 
sthedrals, Castles, Abbeys and old 
ns. It follows the main direction of 
ric Great North Road of the Romans 


and NOW 


at 10.0 a. m. maintaining a tradition of 69 





snery is varied and beautiful— 

s no extra charge for travelling on 

rain, The “FLYING SCOTSMAN” 
$ Station, l 


on, Edinbur 3n, eacn weekd ly convince y 


years: 393 miles in 8'f hours. Write for our 
ndon, ard new booklet and let the natural color views 


COMMUNICATE WITH KETCHAM 
General Agent, 11 West 42nd St., New York 


LONDON AND NORTH EASTERN 
RAILWAY 
OF ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND 


srvations from all tourist agencies that matter, 








AMERICA’S FIRST 
TRULY CONTINENTAL HOTEL 


THE 


ST. MORITZ 


ON THE PARK 
50 Central Park South 
New York City 


Old world hospitality in the 
spirit of the new world; old 
world service with the newest 
of the new world’s comforts. 
A cuisine that is the essence 
of Europe’s finest, under the 
inspired direction of 





wny 








of Paris, London and the Rivieria. 


Rooms single or en suite, facing 
Central Park and but a moment 
from the city’s amusement and 
business sectors. 














Walter Winchell 
(Continued from page 18) 


a line about a gangster, no name, 
Well, lines about gangsters are quite 
the done thing even today . . . but 
this was pretty pointed and inti. 
mated a big rubbing-out was on the 
way ... and in a few hours with 
rather ghastly promptness Vincent 
(telephone) Coll went the way of 
the cruder killers. . . . There are 
some who say that Gangland had 
nothing to do with it, that it was 
someone waiting to use the same 
phone booth. . . . But immediately 
thereafter Winchell was said to be 
on the spot . . . knew a little and 


| said a lot... I have it on authority, 


which I am too much of a coward 
to verify, that he found out and 
rushed to Owney Madden to make 


| arrangements to continue his exist. 
| ence.... Anyway it continued to this 


writing . . . with a body-guard ... 
whether Madden’s or Mulrooney’s 
I don’t know. 


Walter Winchell has never ad- 
mitted the size of his hat, according 
to Ruth Cambridge, his better-than- 
Winchell secretary. He has no fav- 
orite food—he is a table mimic, or- 
dering whatever a companion orders. 
His favorite author, again quoting 
his secretary, is, seriously, Walter 
(Peep-Peep) Winchell. His height 
is five feet nine and one-half inches 
and he never gives one of them. He 
is bothered much with headaches. 
Never wears spats or swings a stick 
—he’s afraid of being booed. His 
summarized opinion of himself is 
that he has had the breaks. . . . He 
has a lovely wife and two adorable 
events—Gloria, 8, and Walda, 5, I 
believe... . He is happy everywhere 
except in his office where he can’t get 
along with people who think they are 
his superiors. 

Walter intends retiring in maybe 
a year or a year and a half. His radio 
and column earnings total some sixty- 
five hundred I believe they call them 
dollars per week. He saves them. 

I hope he keeps gangland society 
items out of his column because— 
well, because that makes a good last 
line. 
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You don't have to wait until you 


| 


have the money saved for that trip | 


to Europe or that cruise of your | 


choice .. . you can now buy your 
ticket in a Cunarder on the de- 
lerred payment plan, the same way 
you buy an automobile or an elec- 
tric refrigerator, through Cunard’s 
new and exclusive arrangement 
with certain Morris Plan Banks 
and Companies. 


Visit any Cunard or local steam- 
ship office... decide on the ac- 
commodations you want .. . the 
day you wish to sail and the amount 
you are in a position to pay. An 
immediate payment of as little as 
25% of the cost of the round-trip 
steamship passage to Europe is all 
that is necessary .. . and you may 
take a year, if you wish, to pay the 
balance. Actually, for desirable ac- 
commodations in a splendid Cunard 
transatlantic liner, this 25% pay- 
ment may be as little as $34. 

6% INTEREST, NO OTHER 

CHARGES. NORMALLY NO 

ENDORSERS REQUIRED. 
Cunard transatlantic rates have 
been drastically reduced ... they 
are far lower now than at any fime | 


since the war. 


Full particulars from 
Cunard and Anchor Lines, 25 Broadway, N.Y. 
or offices and agents 


CUNARD 





| Say, a little check for this . ... 
| Out depression! Hello, bliss! 


| 


| 






















| Glorious outdoors...the comfort 
| of spacious, uncramped living... 
| swimming...dancing...deck sports 
|... Sightseeing in foreign ports. 










| 
| 
| 
| 


co BY SEATo 


California 


O hum drum when you go to Cal- 

ifornia this way! It’s great to play 
all the way when traveling from Coast 
to Coast. 

















A wonderful outing full to the brim 
with fun and good fellowship. Deck 
sports, swimming in open air pools, 
dancing, gay parties, or a good book 
in a quiet, sunny corner. 


“Gosh! I’m dying for a smoke!” 





In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT=EASE 
Panama Pacific liners make the run 
in the record time of 13 days. New, and 
lavishly appointed, they offer you ac- 
commodations comparable to those of 
the best transatlantic liners. And the 
food? Panama Pacific food and service 
are unsurpassed anywhere on the seas. 





Easily Pleased 


There are many things that I 
Am so happy over: sky 


Regular sailings from New York to 
Havana, Panama Canal, San Diego, Los 
Angeles and San Francisco. Accommo- 
dations for First Class and Tourist 
passengers. 


Turned to amethyst, or wine 
Sweet and mellow: it is fine 


If a pretty blonde I see 


Lift her eyes and smile at me: 





Circle Tours To California 
One way by water, via Panama Pacific Line, 
one way by rail with choice of route. Round 
trips from home town back to home town. 
Low summer fares. Ideal vacation trip. 


FASTEST, LARGEST, FINEST 
LINERS 


in New York-California service 


Never really takes a lot 
To intrigue me: if I got, 











—Wilfred J. Funk 


R@O@PE‘308 Panama Pacific Line 


5S COUNTRIES—ALL EXPENSES *ALL NEW STEAMERS- 
See Scotland, England, Hollead, Bel- INTERNATIONAL MERCANTILE MARINE COMPANY 


gium, France. Steamship fare, rail and 

motor travel in Europe, hotels, meals, 
sightseeing included. Ask for book of 200tours. 
70 days, 9 countries, 6,000 miles by motor, $860. | 


THE TRAVEL GUILD, INc. | 
521 Fifth Ave, NEWYORK 180 N.Michigon, CHICAGO 


30 Principal Offices in the U. S. and Canada. 
Main Office, No. 1 Broadway, New York. 
Authorized S.S. or R.R. agents everywhere. 











He Swore Off 
Smoking in no 
Gentle Words 


Yet Anger Cooled When 
He Found This Tobacco 


It's no joke when a pipe smoker’s pipe 
goes back on him. After all, as many a man 
will tell you, there’s nothing that takes the 
place of a and good Mr. 
Clarence C. Strohm well knows that, as you 


pipe tobacco. 


will see after reading his interesting letter. 


Larus & Bro 
Richmond, Va. 


} 


Gentlen 
IT tl 
ees 


€ 


tack of heartburn 
threw it on 

king in no 

ne of my 
ion t you try 
' and I'll lay 

1 a bet I te t 1 like it.” 
Wel ument T tried 


ll, for the sake of an arg 
pipeful at | rth 


1 doggone, that | 
isted like honey! 


Needless to say, T los 

. it was worth it 
est pipe tol 

Sincerely y 


eve me 


Clarence C. Strohm 


If you’ve never been able to find a pipe 
tobacco that really satisfied, try Edgeworth. 
But don’t make a ten-to-one bet with some 
fan, because the chances are 
you, like Mr. 
like him, you'll 


Edgeworth 
than ten to one 
Strohm, will lose—although 
probably be glad you did! 
It’s how 
many let- 
ters have been received 
Edgeworth. 


more 


amazing 
enthusiastic 


praising 
There seems to be some- 
this 
slow-burning smoke that 


thing about cool, 


makes happy smokers. 
Perhaps it’s that special 
Edgeworth blend of fine 
old with its 
natural savor insured by 


i distinctive and exclusive eleventh process. 


burleys 


Your name and address, sent to Larus & 
Brother Co. at 113 S, 22d St., Richmond, 
Va., will bring you a free sample packet of 
Edgeworth. You can be sure of finding the 
same fine quality in the Edgeworth you buy 
at any tobacco store, for Edgeworth quality 
is always the same. 

You can buy it in two forms—Edgeworth 
Ready-Rubbed and Edgeworth Plug Slice. 
All sizes from the 15-cent pocket package to 
the pound humidor tin. Somesizescomeinvac- 
uum tins, And, by the way, you'll enjoy lis- 
tening to the Dixie Spiritual Singers as they 
sing in the Edgeworth Factory over the N. 
B. C. Blue Network every Thursday evening. 
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Rebus Murder Mystery 
(Continued from page 43) 


| they thought it an inside job... . 


Well, in the heat of story-telling we’ve 
practically solved the rebus for you, but 


if this isn’t enough see LIFE for May | 
| with complete solution and another in- | 
| stallment in the fascinating O’Glyphic 


style. Those of you with any experience 


| in translating Lower O’Glyphics will 
have little or no trouble with these puz- | 


zles, which are called Higher O’Glyphics. 


. . - Don’t miss the next issue! 





Y 


“I proposed to Julia last night ...I gave 
you as reference.” 





Rastus: Ah’s sure advanced in de 
pas’ couple ob years. 

Mose: How’s dat? 

Rastus: Well, two years ago ah 


| was called a lazy loafer, and now ah’s 


| 


| 


listed as an unfortunate victim ob de 
unemployment sitcheeyashun. 


A tarpon nearly 12 feet long has 
been caught off California. Florida 


| 


fishermen are asking why it wasn’t | 


thrown back. 


A return to femininity is advised, 


| we read. 


By which sex? 





Solation of March 
Crossword Puzzle 





























The Shaving Cream 

you would expeet 
FROM 

SQUIBB 


You have a right to look for an unusual 
shaving cream from a house with Squibb’s 
high scientific traditions—and you will not 
be disappointed. 

In two definite ways, Squibb Shaving 
Cream increases the comfort of the morn. 
ing shave. It contains a balm which helps 
the razor to glide smoothly, without rasp 
or pull. And a special ingredient supplies 
oils essential to the comfort of the skin, 
leaving your face soothed and supple in. 
stead of dry and smarting. 

Squibb’s produces a quick, full lather, 
whether the water is hot, cold, hard or soft. 

Ask your druggist for a free sample, or 
send 10c for a generous guest-size tube to 
E. R. Squibb & Sons, Squibb Building, New 
York City. 


SQUIBB 


SHAVING CREAM 


Cur YOURSELF A 


PIECE OF LAKE! 


Poke the prow of an Old Town Boat out in a 
rippled lake. Let the point of it part a pretty 
furrow along the bee-line to your favorite bass- 
hole. She glides without a shiver . . . gets you 
there in a wink. For Old Town Boats are built 
to knife the water at a speedy clip . . . light, 
easy to handle . . . reinforced for powerful out- 
board motors. Sturdy and steady and trouble-free. 

Whether water is choppy or glassy-smooth, an 
Old Town glides on an even keel banks 
beautifully on the turns. Get a free catalog. 
See the many models for every use. Sporting 
boats. Big, fast, all-wood seaworthy types for 
family use. All kinds of canoes; rowboats; din- 
ghies. Lower prices. Write today. Old Town 
Canoe Co., 1324 Middle St., Old Town, Maine. 


“Old Town Boats” 


| tthe nuclear? att seen chbammatls 









unusual 
Squibb’s 
will not 


Shaving 
e morn 
h helps 
ut rasp 
supplies 
1e skin, 
»ple in- 


lather, 
or soft. 
iple, or 
tube to 
ig, New 


note tI 



















Hither and Yon 
(Continued from page 13) 


which England itself does . . . the resorts 
of Michigan and Wisconsin, whose pines 
and lakes are guaranteed to make a new 
person out of the most dilapidated city 
body . . . a rest cure on one of our com- 
fortable Great Lake steamers . . . a camp 
in the Canadian or Maine Woods... a 
sojourn at what I consider one of the 
most luxurious hotels in the world—I 
mean Manoir Richelieu on Murray Bay 

a jaunt through the Great North- 
west with of course, stop-overs at Banff 
and Lake Louise . . . and, to jump back 
to Europe, a visit to what is probably 
the most unique spot in the world, the 
island of Brioni, which lies in the Ad- 
riatic between Venice and Trieste. Here 
in a perfect Italian setting you find 
Europe’s smart and amusing people as 
your play-fellows for golf, polo, or al- 
most any sport you can think of. And 
now, I can’t stand thinking of such 
fascinating places any longer. I must 
stop, grab my hat and rush out to the 
nearest travel bureau where I shall col- 
lect hundreds of seductive brochures, 
after which I'll go home and indulge in 


an orgy. 








~ 
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“What did the stock market do today?” 





MODERN ECONOMICS 


Miss Louise Brooks, formerly of the 


silent pictures, who in a petition in 
bankruptey a few days ago gave as her 
only assets her clothing, left on a trip to 
Bermuda aboard the Furness liner Mon- 
arch of Bermuda yesterday. 


—New York American 





season. 


“the Olympic Games in 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 





Never again this* 


VACATION 


opportunity! 





You can do it in two weeks 
OUTHERN CALIFORNIA offers you, 


any summer, every kind of vacation play. 
But just once in your lifetime — this sum- 
mer—will you be able to combine with these 
joys the Olympic Games, greatest of world 
sport events. 

Come for the finals, July 30 to August 14, 
if you can—or any time this summer. This 
year you need a really great vacation, and 
Southern California will be in gala mood all FR £ NEW 64-PACE VACATION BOOK 

OLYMPIC GAMES INFORMATION 
Costs lower than ever —_——— 

The book outlines, day by day, a summer 
(also a winter) visit to Southern California, 
including over 100 interesting gravure 
photographs, map, information about routes, 
itemized daily cost figures, etc.... perhaps 
the most complete vacation book ever pub- 
lished. With it, if you wish, we will send, 
also free, another book giving Olympic 
Games details and schedules, with ticket 
application blanks. Send the coupon today. 
Start planning now! 


Here you'll find rainless days, cool sum- 
mer nights and every kind of play: the blue 
Pacific, pleasure-islands, mile-high mountain 
lakes, all your favorite sports, the foreign 
“color” of Old Mexico, ancient Spanish Mis- 
sions, palms and orange groves. Storied cities 
..+ Los Angeles, center of this whole play- 
ground, gay Hollywood, Pasadena, Glendale, 
Santa Monica, Long Beach, Beverly Hills, Po- 
mona. Something different every day! 

Come for a great vacation. Advise anyone 
not to come seeking employment lest he be 
disappointed, but for the tourist the attrac- 
tions are unlimited. 








Palms along the cool Pacific’s romantic shore 


‘ 


cape the 


By rail (new low summer fares) from 
most points in the country, even a two- 
weeks vacation gives you at least 11 days 
actually here. And costs while here need be 
no more than those of an ordinary vacation. 
For in this year ’round vacationland you es- 
necessary in short- 
season resorts. We prove these statements in 
a remarkable new book which the coupon 
below brings you free. 


‘peak prices’ 











































Orange groves 





Movie making 


Send me booklets I have checked below: 
(_) Free new 64-page illustrated book with complete details (including costs) of a Southern California vacation. 
(_] Free detailed Olympic Games schedules and ticket application blanks. 
LJ “Southern California through the Camera”’ (10 cents enclosed). 
Also send free booklets about counties checked below: 


(If you wish another beautiful book, 
“Southern California through the Camera,” 
include 10 cents in stamps.) 


Mountain thrills 





























San Diego 
Ventura 











es) [) Orange () Santa Barbara 
|] Los Angeles Sports Lj Riverside |} San Bernardino 
IE cnccsnssnntingunsindinipiainenti — —— 
State —— 
eeeee* (Please Print Your Name and Address) :***+++++++++++« 











THE MOST NEARLY LIMITLESS 


SERVICE THE WORLD AFFORDS 


Count, if you can, the value of a 
given telephone call. It may cost 
you five cents or less. It may have 
profited you five dollars or five hun- 
dred dollars. It may have brought 
you five friends or five hours of 
leisure, or five years more of life. 

There is no way to measure the 
full value of the telephone, for it is 
the most nearly limitless service 
the world affords. 

It is yours to use as you will, 
when you will, wherever you will. 
It knows no time or distance, class 
or creed. Over its wires come mes- 
sages of hope and cheer, of 
friendship and love and busi- 


ness, of births and marriages, 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE 


of every active moving step in life 
and living. Its many millions of 
calls each day are the vocal history 
of the nation—the spoken diary of 
the American people. 

Hundreds of thousands of em- 
ployees, eighty-five million miles of 
wire, and a plant investment of 
more than four thousand million 
dollars are at your service when- 
ever you pick up the telephone. 

Yet the charge for local residen- 
tial use is only a few cents a day. 
Infinite in value . . . low in cost 
your telephone. In the next 
moment it may ring with a 
message that will change 


your destiny. 


AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY _ 














—— 
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Statisties Verifying Our 
Suspicions 


1. Dr. Virgil Dickson, of the Uni. 
versity of California, reports tha 
“perfect behavior” in a child is , 
sure sign of abnormality. 


2. Church members cheat more at 
sports than any other group of peo. 
ple, according to B. S. Schwartz, of 
the Buffalo Council of Churches, 


3. The Berlin Health Department 
warned parents that children who are 
given fanciful names suffer more ill. 
ness than those who are given com- 


mon names. 
. 


4. Prohibition Administrator Mc. 
Campbell reported that “there is no 
good liquor” in New York City. 


5. Dr. M. E. Haggerty found that 
the average student forgets forty-five 
per cent of what he learned in college, 
within nine months of graduation. 


6. Ohio University psychologists, 
making a survey for the National Re- 
search Council, found that slow driv- 


| ing is the major cause of motor acci- 
| dents. 


7. Ernest J. Hopkins, field investi- 
gator for the Wickersham Commis- 
sion, reported that the police in large 
cities make more false arrests than 


true ones. 
7 


8. Dr. A. Brill, psycho-analyst, says 
that Americans who affect the Ox- 
ford accent are suffering from an in- 
feriority complex. 


9. Judge W. B. Thompson of 


| Ohio reports that more women than 


men ask for divorces nowadays. 


10. Bertrand Russell declares that 
parents who love their children do 
more harm to them than those who 
are indifferent to their progeny. 


—W. E. Farbstein. 
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NEW KIND OF 
HOTEL LIVING 







Emagine a 47-story hotel done by 






world-famous decorators in the manner of luxurious, private homes 






. Imagine a hotel suite with a boudoir-bath . . . Everything is so 


utterly different at The Waldorf-Astoria! 






As you enter from fashionable Park 


Avenue, the Waldorf doesn’t even /ook like a hotel. 






Instead of a vast, buzzing area, you 






enter the Waldorfs Foyer... spacious, yet restful, quiet. Beyond, the 







luxurious lobby with its comfortably furnished tete-a-tete corners . . 






softly-lighted, rich-carpeted corridors lined with smart shops... Over 





“George!” all, an atmosphere of good breeding, good living. 






Again . + « imagine enjoying the 





; ; Waldorf’s new-world luxuries, comforts and conveniences at prices 
The Republicans will hoid their that are moderate even for thoughtful 1932! 
national convention in the Chicago c 
Stadium. It has not been decided 
who will throw out the first Deino- 
crat. 













Both parties may be right in avoid- 
ing prohibition. We haven’t been to a 
party yet where it wasn’t avoided. 


The wage reduction announced by 
railroads nets them $200,000,000. 
We hope this is enough to heat the 
water in Pullman wash basins. 


The first issue of New York’s dry 
newspaper has been indefinitely post- 
poned. Well, bootleggers aren’t mak- 
ing enough these days to fool around 
with the publishing business. 

° 

Frienp: “What did you do when 
you found that your husband was 
leading a double life?” 

Wire: “Oh, I redoubled.” 

- 
First Buonpe—I used to have all Teldurf-Auoric’ The Empice Room, delightfully 
the luxuries before the depression. formal, and the Sert Room with its exuberant 

Seconp BLonpe—Yes, those were | murals (two of the Waldorf’s four restaurants) 
the days of real support! are entered from this Foyer. 


. THE 


Wirt—Henry, what on earth has | 
become of my egg timer? 
Hussy—Oh/, Ill bring it right | 


back. I was just using it to age the 
Scotch, | PARK AVENUE - 49TH TO 50TH STREETS - NEW YORK 





































She Couldn't Understand lt 


Such a pretty girl... such a 
nice girl ... 80 talented, too... 
yet she wasn’t popular. Other 
girls were always nice to her, but 
there the matter ended. If a fourth 


at bridge was wanted they would 
try almost everyone else before 
calling her. Men, attracted by 
her good looks, usually called 
once ... and never called again. 


She didn’t know what was wrong, 
It worried her. What a pity no 
one ever told her. . . but no one 
ever does. ‘The matter is too delj.- 
cate to talk about. 


Don't risk offending others 


Halitosis (unpleasant breath), like 
perspiration odors, is the unfor- 
givable social fault. It has broken 
up many a romance, cooled many 
a friendship. The insidious thing 
about it is that you yourself never 
know when you have it. The sub- 
ject is so intimate that even your 
best friend won’t discuss it. 

The one way to make sure that 
your breath is sweet, wholesome, 
and inoffensive to others is to rinse 
the mouth with Listerine. Every 


morning. Every night. And be- 
tween times before meeting others. 

Listerine instantly ends _hali- 
tosis because it immediately halts 
food fermentation in the mouth— 
the principal cause of odors. Hav- 
ing thus struck at the source of 
odors, Listerine gets rid of the 
odors themselves. It is the swiftest 
of deodorants. 

Don’t rely on ordinary mouth 
washes to put your breath beyond 
reproach. Many have no deodor- 


ant power whatever. Listerine in- 
mediately overcomes odors that 
ordinary mouth washes cannot 
hide in four days. This statement 
is based on a series of careful tests 
conducted by a noted New York 
chemist. 

Make up your mind now to use 
Listerine every day. You will know 
then that your breath is always 
sweet—that halitosis cannot ruin 
you socially. Lambert Pharmacal 
Company, St. Louis, Mo., U.S.A. 


LISTERINE ends halitosis and checks body odors 
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Every day, the average person who 
smokes too many cigarettes notices it. 
Head heavy and dull—a pressing down 
over the eyes; across the back of the head. 

Scientists now call it ‘‘“Smoker’s Fag.” 
And most people who smoke have it more 
or less. Few call it by its right name; 
usually they think it’s general bad health. 


Now science points a way out. A way 
that minimises the after-effects of tobacco 
to a marked and amazing extent. 

How? By keeping your system alkaline. 
It’s excess acid in your system that makes 
tobacco intolerable. Keep your alkaline 
balance, in the simple way explained 
here, and you minimize any after-effects 
from smoking. Feel fine all the time. Be- 
lieve it or not; but fry it. 

JUST DO THIS: Simply take two 
teaspoonfuls of Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 
in a glass of water EVERY NIGHT be- 
fore bed. That’s all. ; 

Or take two Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 


PHILLIPS’ 
Milk of Magnesia 


NEUTRALIZES* THE ACID THAT CAUSES 
TOBACCO HEADACHES AND DEPRESSION 
~ 


Entirely Too Many 
Cigarettes Last Night 


YET—This Morning Finds 
Him Clear- Headed and 
Clear - Eyed—Totally Free 


How by Doing One Simple Thing, You Can Minimize the After- 
effects of Tobacco to a Marked andA mazing Degree-W hat You Do 


From “Smoker’s Fags” 














tablets every night which give an equiva- 
lent amount of Milk of Magnesia; for 
each Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia tablet 
equals one teaspoonful of the liquid Milk 
of Magnesia. 

This small, daily dose of Phillips’ Milk 
of Magnesia tends to neutralize excess 
acids in your system. To alkalinize your 
system against the after-effects of to- 
bacco. Your head stays clear; your mouth 
sweet; you have fewer headaches. 

If you smoke, be fair to yourself and 
try this. Don’t let tobacco ‘get’? you. 
Fortify your system against its after- 
effects. Millions are learning this. Millions 
are doing it. 


TWO FORMS NOW AT STORES 













You can now get genuine 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 
in tablet form, as well as 
ordinary liquid form. Each 
tablet is the equivalent of 
a teaspoonful 
of Milk of 
Magnesia. 
Carry the 
tablets with 
you wherever 
you go. They 
taste like mint 
candy. 























The Summons Server's 
Racket 


(Continued from page 9) 
Re a ee, Poe. “Jeez, Dave, I'm going nuts!” 
Ideally located on Fifth ‘ 1 ae ease cried back to Williamson. 
Avenue at the entrance ta: © | “Keep on blowing,” said Williamson 
geitlt to Central Park, The | 3 grimly. 
Plaza and The Savoy- mS Finally Mrs. Rustman came to the 
ia sills dail 4 tig ) | window. Joey took his elbow off the horn, 
Plaza offer the highest idee TEEPE ER RR | “Hey, listen!” he shouted up to her, 
standards of hospitality at An eed Coe | “This is the second time today that I’ve 
. everything to make | been called to this address, and I’m not 
» elle an enlocaiite | leaving till I know why. What is this,” 
joy -E 1. | he shouted up with righteous anger, “s 
rt iff one. _ eee ees | joke? We get paid for our time, and 
‘etl } I’m going to stay here and blow my horn 
. a till I know who ordered this cab.” 
eservations for the e ” ‘ 
NATIONAL HOTEL of CUBA . Wait a minute!” she cried, as Joey 
may be made of the wanes «made a motion toward his horn again. 
PLAZA and SAVOY-PLAZA “Pll come down.” 
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“Are you Mrs. Rustman?” he cried, 
pulling out his daycard. 

“Yes,” she answered, approaching the 
cab to examine the address. 

“This the right number?” Joey asked, 


H O ks L 5 :; showing her the daycard. 


HENRY A. ROST FRED STERRY JOHN D. OWEN ey » oJ te ith 
Poesideat fe); Peeskdent yeahs Yes .. .” she said with a puzzled 





























frown. 

“Then,” cried Williamson, jumping 

» . if [) CT O l) aS from the back seat, “this summons is for 
j you. And let me tell you, Mrs. Rustman, 

next time anyone wants to serve you 

with a summons, take it like a lady and 

save yourself a headache.” 

Mrs. Rustman tore the summons into 
pieces and began to call him names. As 
he got into the front of the cab with 
Joey, she spit at him. Then, she began 
to look around for something to throw. 
Briefly Williamson raised his hat, tooted 
the horn and drove off. The summons 
was served, 























Hotel Lierte 


Fifth Avenue at 61st Street 
NEW YORK 


Nt 


Single Rooms 
> st PAUL Live your own adventure story. 


* ms Jae) Scale mountains glaciers, shoot 
‘ . . 
and Suites rapids, film wild animals... or 
ride easy trails, 
for Yellowstone Park (through new Gallatin 
Gateway), Spokane, Seattle, Tacoma—Puget 
r = . Sound country; Mt. Rainier, Olympic Penin- 
Tra n sient or K X tended sula, Portland, Victoria, Vancouver, Alaska. 
ae Summer Fares— Lowest Ever. Include Cali 
\ 1S its fornia, Colorado—no extra cost. Join an all 
: expense tour. Just like a big house party. Or 
go independently. 
Naar fe Take the de luxe roller-bearing Olympian. 
The sootless, cinderless, electrified route— 
scenically supreme. Open observation cars. 
Complete dztails gladly furnished —write 
Geo. B. Haynes, Pass. Traffic 7 1500-15D 
Ne 820 Union Station, Chicago, Il 


A Famous Restaurant 
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CHARLES PIERRE, President he MILWAUKEE |  Newzywen: And she told me she could 


ELECTRIFIED OVER THE ROCKIES RO AT) | cook! 
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FoR youR HAIR- 


HEAD DOWN, fin- 
gers going hard, 
50 seconds of 
massage with Vi- 
talis—and circu- 
lation quickens, 
natural oils re- 
turn, hair gets 
healthy! 


sv 
eo 
coms and brush 


—for 10 short 
seconds more. 


What a differ- | 
ence! Your hair | 


falls easily into 
place, and it’s 


alight with life | 


and lustre! 


now your hair 
can’t ruin your 
looks. Yourscalp 
is healthy, your 
hair well- 
groomed, attrac- 
tive. You’re 
ready for the 
most critical 


_, eyes! 


—s 


lr your hair is dead-looking and unkempt, you 
can’t look your best. 

A brisk Vitalis massage—the famous 60- 
Second Workout—will keep your hair healthy 
...and naturally lustrous without that objec- 
tionable “patent-leather” look. 

Twice a week, awake your scalp, give the 
roots of your hair a chance, with Vitalis! Get 
a bottle of this pure vegetable oil preparation 
at your drug store, and have hair that’s rich- 
looking, full of life, always well-groomed! 


Vitalis 


KEEPS HAIR HEALTHY 
AND HANDSOME 


Ask your Barber 


Your barber knows his business 
and he sees the condition of 
your scalp. When he says you 
need Vitalis, take his advice! 





E. S. Martin 
(Continued from page 38) 


this or that engine of deviltry. They 


| might just as well proscribe elephants 
'and scythe bearing chariots. The 
| thing to do about war is not to pre- 


scribe what tools it shall use, but to 
create a profound aversion to it in 
the human mind. That has been con- 


siderably achieved among the West- | 
ern nations. In Japan it would seem | 


it has not yet taken full effect, but 
before Japan gets through with her 
present adventure she may have 


| made important progress towards the 


condition of being gun-shy. 
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Last Ditch 


Dead-stored the car; our smaller flat 
Betrays the economic class we’re in, 

But more indicative than that— 
We're back on gin. 


—S. V. J. 





Home Carpenters 


ID you ever use a plane on a 

piece of lumber? If the board 

is slippery, much more pressure 

must be applied to the plane to 
catch hold. 


In shaving the same principle 
applies—the more slippery the 
beard surface, the harder it is to 
get the whiskers. That’s why you 
scrape the same spot again and 
again with short nervous strokes. 

Burma-Shave automatically 
holds the blade close to the face 
without undue pressure—and the 
whiskers come off clean and 
smooth on the first stroke—be- 
cause Burma-Shave gives P.A.R. 
(Properly Adjusted Resistance) to 
the blade. 

Remember, every ingredient 
in Burma-Shave is fine fortheskin. 


| FOR PAINTING COW-SHED 


BARN, OR FENCE 


NO BRUSH:NO LATHER: NO RUB-IN 


COPYRIGHT 1932 BURMA-VITA COMPANY 





A distinctive 
and appetizing flavor 
for beverages 


50c sample for 25c¢ 
Write Abbott's Bitters, 
Baltimore, 








Sail on the NEWEST, FASTEST 
and by Far the FINEST .... 


MONARCH — UDA 





RIVATE bath and | 
toilet even at the 
minimum rate—on the 
“Monarch of Bermu- 
eda.’’ Two great tile 
pools... two dazzling 
night-club cafes .. . 
newest talking pictures 
... sports deck. 





Music by Al Donahue’s Orchestra 


The “Monarch of Bermuda” 
three round trips every two weeks, 
a schedule made possible by her 
unusual speed. 


“Well, Horace, if you don’t think there’s room enough in here for 
both of us to dress, why don’t you go outside?” 


makes 


For reservations apply any authorized tourist agent or 


FURNESS BERMUDA LINE) 


34 Whitehall St. 
565 Fifth Ave., 





SE 


(where Broadway begins) 


New York mal 


ss it up on end—look at it any 
way you please—you can’t get away 
from that feeling you have almost 
every time you see a copy of LIFE— 
“There’s a gol-dinged good maga- 
zine—I ought to see every issue, 
every month!” 

Well, now is the big moment—the 
very point of time to Obey That Im- 
pulse. Contrary to the popular 
phrase, life is NOT a bowl of cher- 
ries—and LIFE treats it with respect 
but always with a smile. You hardly 
need to be reminded that you want 
LIFE. You may need reminding that 





Now’s the time 


for all good men 


TO LOOK to their nerves and their general 





resistance. Drop in on Chalfonte or Had- 
don Hall next week-end. Breathe deep the 
bracing ocean air. Watch the old appetite 
come back. Exercise. Ride. Golf. Play 
squash, Play around in the gymnasium. 
Take a health bath. Sleep in the sun. 


Relax completely in the thoughtful com- 
fort of Chalfonte-Haddon Hall. Make it a 
week-end habit! It’s not expensive. Write 
for information. 


{WERICAN ivD EUROPEAN PLANS 


Chalfonte-Haddon Halt 


AT L_ ANTI C crTry 


LEEDS AND LIPPINCOTT COMPANY 
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a subscription for twelve monthly 
issues is only $1.50 and that you can 
subscribe as easily as rolling off a 
log by using this coupon. 


1 OBEY THAT IMPULSE 
LIFE, 60 East 42nd Street, New York 


ens Please enter my subscription for one year at $1.50 


enclosed herewith ] 
[ Kindly bill me 


| Street 


(Canadian and Foreign $2.10). 


| a 
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DIVORCE 


voi MUSCULAR PAIN! 


A) Ee : STOP IT QUICK . . . BEFORE IT 
KEEPS YOU AWAY FROM WORK 
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N times like these, when everyone 

must make the most of every day, what 
man or woman can wisely stay at home 
to nurse muscles that ache and pain? 

At the first sign of soreness, what you 
want is relief. and mighty quick! You 
want the benefits of the finest prepara- 
tion that ever soothed an ailing muscle. 
That’s why you want Absorbine Jr., be- 
cause the very minute you rub it on you 
can tell by that glowing warmth that it is 
getting results. And as you continue to 
massage, the muscles lose their tautness, 
and as they relax, the throbbing pain 
disappears. 

This is because Absorbine Jr. is a safe 
“rubefacient.” Doctors will tell you that 
it helps to stir up sluggish circulation 


ABSORBINE 


for years has relieved sore muscles, 
muscular aches, bruises, burns, cuts, 


sprains, abrasions 


and thereby relieves the sore congestion 
in muscles. Since Absorbine Jr. will not 
blister, it can be used with massage and 
so brings double-acting relief from mus- 
cular aches and pains. 

For 40 years, Absorbine Jr. has been 
a favorite among coaches, trainers and 
athletes. It’s the wisest precaution against 
bruises, strains, sprains—against all 
kinds of muscular ailments. When used 
full strength, it is an excellent antisep- 
tic. Price, $1.25. For free sample write 
W. F. Young, Inc., 362 Lyman Street, 
Springfield, Mass. In Canada: Lyman 
Building, Montreal. 
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Used by 
Thousands for 


“ ATHLETE’S 
FOOT” 


























Onc’ Sale 


Says 
“BOTTLES 


1s 
Mighty 
Tricky” 


HERE ain’t anything more dis- 

concertin’ than feelin’ around in 
a dark closet or medicine cabinet and 
gittin’ the wrong bottle. Chances are 
you'll git the hair tonic and drink 















it down. 

Of course you know you are wrong 
when you taste it, but it’s too late then. 

Well sir, as long as there are bottles 
we'll make these little mistakes. You 
can’t tell what’s inside a bottle by the | 
way it sloshes. The safest way is to git 
these little chocolate tablets in a tin 
box. It ain’t only safer, it’s cheaper. 
Ordinarily after you empty a bottle 
you can’t use it again, but you can 
put fish hooks in a tin box. 


Che Sade 


The “‘little chocolate tablets in a tin box”’ are 








Ex-Lax, the chocolate-flavored laxative that 





checks on every point the doctor looks for. 





The only ingredient of Ex-Lax is the well- 






known laxative—phenolphthalein—of the right 





quality, in the right proportion, the right dose. 





non-habit forming 





Ex-Lax is mild—gentle 





safe for young or old. 





Buy a regular 10c trial box at the nearest drug 





store—or mail the coupon for a free sample. 






Keep ‘‘regular’’ with 


EX-LAX 


The Chocolated Laxative 


—=——} 













FREE SAMPLE OF EX-LAX 


and “CHIC” SALE’S WELLS CORNERS GAZETT! 










MGT oa srcecenenn 







Mail this coupon to Ex-Lax, Inc., P. O. Box 170, w42 
Times~- Plaza Station, Brooklyn, N. Y. 42 
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LIFE’S Cross Word Puzzle 


ACROSS 


. Sister of Circe. 

. Greek letter. 

. To plot or contrive. 
. Another name. 

. Balance sheet. 

. A state. 

. Peace of mind. 


Self-possessed. 


. Gone by. 


River island. 


24. Approaches. 


26. This is at the bottom of the river. 


A direction. 


29. Cut short. 


6l. 
. Frost. 


. Pass away. 
. Just a pup. 


Point. 


. Highly inflammable liquid. 
. Christen. 


Insensibility. 
A bird. 
Just like a dude. 


The chariot racer. 


. Red caps. 


Goddess of the hunt. 


. A medley. 


. A meeting of the sewing circle. 


Support. 


98. A four horse coach. 


The works. 
Held up. 


Fourth year student. 


. Forty winks. 


A helping hand, pl. 


Persian poet. 


. Crimson, 


Cheer. 


. A cornucopia. 


Lots of go. 


. Free, 

. To throw. 

. A salutation. 

. A volcano. 

. Extinct bird. 

. Born. 

. A jungle baby. 
. Free and easy. 

. Related on the mother’s side. 
. A channel. 

. A trunk. 

. Procrastination. 
100. 
101. 


Thin stone. 
German city. 













DOWN 


. Large, handsome parrot. 
. Funeral oration. 
. Prehistoric reptile. 


ine. 
On the ocean. 
A continuous beating. 


. Song of the engine. 


Paradise. 

Having tines. 

Achieve. 

This goes to the villain. 


2. Bother. 


. Pussy-cat. 


Impudence. 
A terrible crush. 


. Pen point. 

. Peruse. 

. The end. 

. Wading bird. 

. This is not so hot. 
. This cleans up. 

. Fib. 


Insane. 


. Buys goods. 
. Thin fabric. 
. Steal. 

. A hunter. 


The minister’s flock. 
Act the part of. 


. Storms around. 
. Heavy fabric. 


Just a swallow. 


. Vegetable. 

. A newcomer in society. 
. Nickname. 

. Propeller. 


The June bug. 
European turnip. 


. A grain. 

. Souvenirs. 

. A little depression. 
. Detested. 

. Sheeplike. 

. Noble. 

. Pertaining to punishment. 
. A deer. 

. Good judgment. 

. Surgical thread. 

. The victim. 

. Girl’s name. 

. Poker term. 

2. Greek letter. 

. Take nourishment. 
. Marriage dower. 
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GASOLINE 


Ethyl fluid contains lead © E.G.C. 1932 


UST as there are two ways to travel by the same train, 
so there are two ways to travel in your automobile. You 
can get there with ordinary gasoline—or you can drive 


more easily and more comfortably with Ethyl Gasoline. 


4uy ETHYL GASOLINE 





ET 
wala 4 
DIFFERENCE 


Ethyl was developed by automo- 
tive research to improve motor car 
performance. It controls the com- 
bustion of gasoline inside the cyl- 
inders of your engine, thus prevent. 
ing harmful knock, overheating 
and power waste. It makes such a 
difference that almost every oil 
company now sells Ethyl! Gasoline. 


Ethy! Gasoline sends you up hills 
in high. It brings out the full power 
of your motor and does it smoothly 
and easily—with less noise, less 


heat, and less wear on the engine. 


cain 


Car manufacturers are taking ad- 
vantage of Ethyl by offering high 
compression engine heads as stand- 
ard or optional equipment. These 
new and better motors require 


Ethyl. 
~ | 
oar Pl 


In winter, Ethyl! Gasoline gives any 
car quick-starting plus added power 


for snow, slush and heavy roads. 


Like yourself, Ethyl changes coats 
to suit the season. The gasoline 
mixed with Ethyl fluid must pass 
rigid tests for quality suited to the 
season in which it will be used. 
Ethy| is the year-round motor fuel. 


o\ 
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You are sure of value when you 
buy Ethy! Gasoline. Its quality is 
maintained on every count by con- 
stant inspection of samples picked 
up daily in all sections of the coun- 
try. More car owners use Ethyl 
Gasoline than any other brand of 
motor fuel. They know from ex- 
perience that it gives them better 
all-round performance and saves 
money in the long run. Ethyl Gas- 
oline Corporation, New York City 





Where Turkish tobacco 
comes from 
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Tarkey... 


Eastward ho! Four thousand miles nearer the rising sun—let’s go! 
To the land of mosques and minarets. Let’s see this strange, strange 
country. Let’s see the land where the tobacco* grows in small leaves 
on slender stalks —to be tenderly picked, leaf by leaf, hung in long 
fragrant strings, shelter-dried and blanket-cured. Precious stuff! 

Let’s taste that delicate aromatic flavor—that subtle difference 


that makes a cigarette! 


XANTHI +« CAVALLA « SMYRNA « SAMSOUN 


Famous Turkish Tobaccos 


into the smooth, “spicy” Chesterfield 
blend. Just one more reason for Chest- 
erfield’s better taste. Tobaccos from far 
and near, the best of their several kinds 
—and the right kinds. 

That's why Chesterfields are GOOD 
—they've got to be and they are. 


*Turkish tobacco is to cigarettes what 
seasoning is to food —the “spice,” the 
“sauce.” 

You can saste the Turkish in Chester- 
field—there’s enough of it, that’s why. 
Four famous kinds of Turkish leaf— 
Xanthi, Cavalla, Smyrna, Samsoun—go 


“Music that Satisfies” 
Hear Nat Shilkret’s 35-piece or- 


Wrapped in No. 300 Du Pont —* chestra and Alex Gray, soloist, 
Moisture-Proof Cellophane... : every night except Sunday — entire 
the Best Made Columbia Network—10:30 E.S.T. 


Finest Turkish and Domestic Tobaccos Blended and Cross =Bleada 











